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WHAT    THIS    STORY    IS    ABOUT 


The  lonely  rubber  plantations  in  the 
Malay  States  form  the  background  of  Guy 
Invin's  first  novel.  Sitia  is  the  beautiful 
daughter  of  a  native  addicted  to  magic. 

She  goes  out  into  the  world  in  search 
of  the  great  love  she  knows  her  own  race 
cannot  supply.  She  meets  two  English- 
men, who  stand  for  the  black  and  white 
horses  of  Plato. 

There  are  breathless  incidents  and 
strange  adventures,  and  the  appealing 
figure  of  Sitia,  half  child,  half  witch,  and 
wholly  woman,  passes  in  and  out  of  the 
picture. 

The  author  shows  how  the  unchanging 
East  leaves  no  man  unchanged;  for  all 
alike  are  sensible  of  the  strange  and 
magical  atmosphere  of  the  jungle  land 
of  Malaya. 
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CHAPTER  I 

THE   MEN   OF   HER   OWN    RACE 

DARBY  sat  at  the  table  in  the  stuffy  little 
estate  office,  making  out  his  weekly  report. 
He  was  the  head  assistant  on  Rambutan 
rubber  estate,  near  the  small  town  of  Teluk  Lowton 
in  the  Malay  States.  It  was  swelteringly  hot  and 
there  was  no  electric  fan  to  stir  the  atmosphere.  He 
threw  down  his  pen  at  last  and  wiped  his  hot  face 
with  his  handkerchief.  "  Thank  God  that's  finished," 
he  said.  "  I'd  rather  do  five  hours'  work  in  the  field 
than  one  in  the  office." 

He  was  a  tall  young  man  and  powerfully  built,  but 
he  stooped  a  little  from  the  shoulders,  so  that  he  was 
apt  to  look  tired.  His  mouth  was  finely  cut  and 
somehow  different  from  the  rest  of  his  face,  which 
was  rugged  and  rather  plain. 

He  sat  back  in  his  chair,  listening  to  the  clang  of 
machinery  that  came  from  the  factory  near  by,  and 
staring  absently  through  the  door  at  the  white  and 
dusty  road,  a  glaring  white  against  the  shadow  of  the 
rubber  trees  behind.  A  cart  laden  with  firewood  for 
the  steam  launches  at  the  port  crawled  slowly  by, 
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drawn  by  two  sleepy  white  bullocks,  the  driver 
nodding  half  asleep  in  his  seat. 

"  Well,  I  guess  I'll  go  and  have  some  tea,"  thought 
Darby,  reaching  for  his  jacket. 

At  that  moment  a  tall  Malay  girl  appeared 
from  behind  the  cart  and  walked  up  to  the  office 
door. 

Darby  stopped  putting  on  his  jacket,  with  his  arms 
half  in  the  sleeves,  and  stood  looking  at  her.  Her 
manner  was  certainly  striking  enough  to  arrest  atten- 
tion. Her  movements  were  peculiarly  graceful  and 
quite  unlike  the  mincing  gait  affected  by  Malay 
women  in  public.  The  head  cloth  was  not  drawn 
coyly  across  half  the  face  with  the  coquettish  shyness 
a  Malay  woman  thinks  proper  to  assume  when 
approaching  a  male  stranger,  but  hanging  loosely  on 
either  side  of  her  face,  kept  in  place  by  her  right  hand 
holding  it  on  her  breast.  She  was  looking  straight  at 
Darby,  as  if  she  had  some  purpose  to  carry  out,  in 
pursuit  of  which  she  forgot  the  little  affectations  of 
her  class.  Her  figure  was  perfect  and  would  have 
delighted  a  sculptor,  but  it  was  her  face  that  arrested 
Darby's  movements  in  the  act  of  putting  on  his  jacket. 
It  was  a  strikingly  beautiful  face,  very  light  in  com- 
plexion, with  magnificent  dark  eyes.  They  had  a 
curious  expression  in  them  as  if  the  owner  were 
perpetually  seeking  the  answer  to  some  question  in 
her  mind. 

She  halted  at  the  door  and  gave  the  usual  greeting : 
"  Tabek,  tuan." 

"  Tabek,"  said  Darby.    "  What  are  you  seeking  ?  " 

"  Work,  tuan,"  said  the  girl. 

"  What  is  your  name  r  " 

"  Che  Thia,  tuan." 
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"  Sitia  ?  "  asked  Darby,  not  quite  catching  the 
rapidly  spoken  name. 

"  So  the  tuans  call  it,"  said  the  girl. 

"  Can  you  do  tapping  work,  Sitia  ?  " 

"  No,  tuan,  I  have  never  learnt,  but  I  am  strong. 
I  can  weed  in  the  field  in  the  women's  gang." 

Darby  paused  Somehow  he  did  not  like  the  idea 
of  this  beautiful  creature  bent  double  all  day  in  the 
hot  sun,  ceaselessly  plying  the  weeding  tool. 

"  Are  you  not  married  ?  "  he  asked. 

"  No,  tuan." 

Again  Darby  paused.  He  had  never  taken  a  native 
girl  to  live  with  him  and  superintend  his  household  as 
did  so  many  bachelors  on  lonely  rubber  estates.  He 
had  had  no  inclination  for  the  experiment,  but  some- 
thing in  this  girl,  and  that  not  her  beauty  only,  made 
him  consider  it  now  for  the  first  time.  The  long 
loneliness  of  the  evenings  in  his  bungalow,  far  from 
any  other,  the  vague  discomfort  and  untidiness  of  a 
household  without  any  woman  to  control  it,  came 
drearily  to  his  mind.  But  a  certain  shyness  and 
reticence  restrained  him  from  asking  a  woman  he  had 
only  just  seen  to  come  and  live  with  him.  He  did 
not  know  anything  of  her  after  all.  She  might  be  an 
infernal  nuisance  chattering  about  the  place.  He 
could  go  to  the  club  when  he  felt  lonely,  and  when  he 
stayed  at  home  he  had  his  books.  He  had  always 
valued  his  privacy.  A  woman,  and  a  native  woman 
at  that,  might  just  spoil  it  all ;  though  indeed  she  was 
not  like  any  other  native  woman  that  he  had  seen. 

"  You  have  white  blood  in  you,"  he  said,  rather  than 
asked. 

"Yes,  tuan.  My  mother  is  half  Malay  and  half  Dutch." 

"  And  your  father  ?  " 
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She  drew  herself  up  proudly. 

"  He  is  a  magician,  tuan.  His  name  is  Ahmat  the 
Pawang  (sorcerer).  We  have  come  from  Deli,  my 
parents  and  I  and  my  little  brothers  and  sisters,  for 
misfortune  and  the  heavy  Dutch  taxes  in  Deli  have 
driven  us  to  Malaya,  and  I  must  work.  I  am  old  to 
begin,  for  I  am  eighteen,  but  I  can  learn." 

"  I  have  never  seen  a  Malay  girl  of  your  age  un- 
married before,"  said  Darby  musingly,  as  he  considered 
her  beauty. 

"  No,  tuan.  I  am  my  own  mistress  and  would 
remain  so.  Till  now  I  have  called  no  man,  white  or 
brown,  ray  master." 

Darby  smiled.  But  the  unconscious  pride  and 
dignity  with  which  she  had  spoken  momentarily 
checked  the  impulse  he  had  again  felt  of  asking  her 
to  come  and  live  with  him  and  manage  his  house. 
It  was  not  that  the  Malays  looked  on  such  an  arrange- 
ment as  in  any  way  dishonouring,  it  being  indeed 
regarded  as  an  enviable  distinction  for  a  Malay 
woman  to  be  a  "  tuan's  girl."  But  he  could  not  help 
feeling  that  it  would  be  an  insult  to  fling  such  a  pro- 
posal at  this  sedate  princess  the  moment  he  had 
met  her,  as  he  might  offer  her  the  job  of  cook-maid. 
It  was  only  the  feeling  of  a  moment,  and  the  next 
instant  he  was  glad  that  he  had  hesitated,  for  his 
former  fears  of  binding  himself  to  a  perpetual  com- 
panion came  back  on  him.  He  was  accustomed  to 
sc'litude  and  might  regret  it  when  it  was  lost. 

He  took  her  over  to  the  coolie  lines  and  handed  her 
over  to  the  Javanese  weeding  mandor,  or  foreman, 
and  then  went  to  his  bungalow  to  his  tea. 

Sitia  went  into  the  kamar-bujong,  the  unmarried 
women's  quarters,  a  room  twelve  by  twelve  to  hold 
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six  women.  She  walked  slightly  ahead  of  the  other 
women,  who  were  all  being  driven  in  like  sheep,  and 
went  straight  to  a  corner  of  the  room,  where  she  opened 
out  the  sleeping  mat  she  had  brought  with  her  and, 
lying  down,  laid  her  head  on  her  bundle. 

"  Look  at  the  Rajah's  daughter,"  said  an  ugly 
squat  woman  with  one  eye,  who  came  in  with  a  bit 
of  dirty  dried  fish  that  she  was  rolling  idly  between 
her  hands.  "  See,  she  has  taken  the  corner  of  the  room 
and  the  best  place.  Is  it  her  pleasure  that  we  shall  leave 
a  space  around  her,  that  she  may  not  be  crowded  ?  " 

The  other  women  jostling  in  laughed  loudly.  They 
were  all  Javanese  and  tiny  according  to  our  standards, 
about  the  same  height  as  a  well-grown  English  girl  of 
twelve.  One  plump  little  woman  threw  herself  down 
with  her  elbow  resting  on  Sitia's  feet. 

"  If  we  must  have  in  these  lanky  Malay  giantesses," 
she  said,  "  why,  we  must  pillow  ourselves  on  them." 

Sitia  merely  drew  her  feet  out  of  the  way,  and  never 
turned  to  look  at  the  speaker,  who  was  more  annoyed 
by  this  than  she  would  have  been  by  any  vituperation. 
The  others  gave  a  shrill  laugh. 

"  Be  silent,  you  low  people,"  called  out  another ; 
"  you  disturb  our  lady's  rest.  She,  who  though  she 
thinks  herself  more  beautiful  than  any  of  us,  can  find 
nothing  better  to  do  than  work  for  her  living." 

There  were  delighted  squeals  at  this,  and  the  one- 
eyed  woman,  giving  a  playful  tug  at  Sitia's  hair  with 
her  fishy  hand,  giggled  :  "  What  news  of  the  Rajah 
and  how  much  does  he  expect  of  your  earnings  ?  " 

Sitia  turned  in  a  flash  and  caught  the  greasy  wrist 
in  her  left  hand.  Her  right  hand  went  to  the  folds 
of  her  sarong  and  whipped  out  a  kris  that  lay  con- 
cealed there.  It  was  against  the  law  for  any  one  to 
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be  thus  armed,  but  the  kris  was  an  heirloom,  and  she 
had  always  carried  it  for  luck.  It  was  not  likely  that 
a  woman  would  be  suspected  of  carrying  arms.  "  If 
you  do  not  cease  your  jackal  yapping,"  she  said,  "  or 
keep  your  filthy  claws  from  me,  I  will  rip  you  from 
the  waist  to  the  breast." 

The  woman  by  Sitia's  feet  rolled  over  suddenly  as 
if  stung.  The  one-eyed  woman  shrieked  and  flung 
herself  on  her  back  as  far  away  as  she  could,  and  all 
those  near  removed  themselves  from  Sitia's  presence 
with  great  rapidity. 

"  And  now  listen  to  me,"  said  Sitia,  letting  go  of 
the  woman's  wrist.  "  I  can  defend  myself  against 
you  with  other  weapons  than  that  of  the  kris.  I  am 
the  daughter  of  Ahmat  the  Pawang,  a  pawang  of  no 
small  power.  And  he  has  taught  me  much  of  his  lore. 
Is  there  any  woman  here  who  will  look  into  my  eyes  ?  " 

She  turned  her  eyes  to  one  after  the  other  of  the 
women's  faces  in  the  dim  light  of  the  little  lamp  that 
hung  from  the  ceiling,  and  as  each  pair  of  eyes  met 
her  strange  deep  gaze,  they  flickered  and  turned  away. 

"  It  is  well,"  said  Sitia.  "  Now  let  there  be  silence. 
If  I  am  disturbed  again,  I  shall  not  speak,  but  act." 

There  was  silence  for  the  rest  of  the  night. 

At  half-past  three,  the  clanging  of  a  gong  roused 
Sitia  from  her  sleep.  The  watchman  opened  the  door 
and  the  women  sleepily  trooped  out  to  cook  their  rice 
for  the  day.  The  chill  of  the  early  morning  was  in  the 
air,  but  Sitia  took  advantage  of  the  darkness  to  bathe, 
before  cooking,  in  a  tidal  drain  near  by.  This  elicited 
some  sleepy  comment  from  the  less  particular  JaVanese 
coolies,  who  were  content  to  leave  their  bathing  till 
the  work  of  the  day  was  finished.  At  about  ten 
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minutes  to  five  another  gong  sounded,  and  the  mandors 
began  routing  out  the  men,  most  of  whom,  having 
women  to  cook  for  them,  were  still  asleep. 

The  coolies  lined  up  in  their  respective  gangs  on 
both  sides  of  the  road,  and  at  five  the  field  conductor, 
a  Tamil  Hindoo,  began  calling  over  the  names.  When 
he  was  about  half-way  through,  first  Darby  and  then 
the  junior  assistant  turned  up  on  bicycles,  and  after 
the  calling  over,  directions  were  given  to  the  various 
mandors,  who  moved  off  with  their  gangs,  some  of 
them  having  more  than  a  mile  to  go  before  arriving 
at  the  place  where  they  were  to  work.  Only  a  little 
knot  of  coolies,  who  complained  they  were  sick,  were 
left  behind,  accompanied  by  a  watchman  with  a 
basket  of  a  few  stock  medicines.  Darby  promptly 
hustled  off  to  work  a  couple  of  obvious  malingerers, 
dosed  the  rest  to  the  best  of  his  knowledge,  none  of 
them  being  bad  enough  to  send  to  the  Government 
hospital,  and  went  back  to  his  bungalow  for  breakfast 
as  the  pale  light  of  the  coming  day  spread  over  the  sky. 

When  the  women  reached  the  place  where  they  were 
to  work  they  squatted  on  the  ground  to  eat  their 
breakfast  before  beginning.  Sitia  sat  a  little  apart 
from  the  rest.  She  took  no  notice  of  several  barely 
concealed  gibes,  and  ate  her  rice  deep  in  thoughts, 
that  were  by  no  means  pleasant,  about  her  new  sur- 
roundings. The  mandor,  attracted  by  the  appearance 
of  a  new  and  beautiful  girl  among  his  workers,  strolled 
up  to  her  and  said  with  an  insolently  amorous  air  : 
"  Your  beauty  is  worth  more  money  than  your  work. 
I  am  a  ready  purchaser.  Favour  me,  and  your  tasks 
shall  be  light." 

Sitia  looked  up.  "  I  did  not  come  here  to  give 
favour  or  to  receive  it,"  she  said  coldly. 
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"  Then,  by  Allah,  you  shall  find  none,"  said  the 
mandor  furiously.  "  To  work,  you  women.  It  is 
time  to  start." 

Sitia  worked  steadily  but  very  slowly.  She  was 
not  used  to  this  hard  coolie  work,  for  she  and  her 
family  had  seen  far  better  days  in  Deli. 

She  had  worked  for  some  hours  when  a  sudden 
sting  from  a  cane,  struck  from  behind  without  warn- 
ing, made  her  spring  erect.  Maddened  by  it,  she 
whirled  round  on  the  mandor,  and  cut  him  over  the 
head  with  her  tadju,  the  short-handled  weeding  tool. 
The  suddenness  of  the  attack,  and  the  fact  that  she 
already  had  a  weapon  in  her  hand,  had  fortunately 
made  her  forget  to  use  the  kris  that  she  carried  con- 
cealed in  the  folds  of  her  sarong  ;  as  it  was  the  man 
staggered  back  half  stunned,  the  blood  flowing  down 
his  head.  Sitia  realised  that  if  she  hesitated  a  moment 
she  would  get  a  dreadful  thrashing,  and  fled  like  a 
deer  from  the  field  and  back  to  the  coolie  lines.  She 
made  up  her  mind  to  go  to  her  home  in  the  town  five 
miles  away,  but  the  day  watchman  spied  her  and  took 
her  as  a  runaway  coolie  to  Darby's  bungalow.  He 
detained  her,  and  sent  for  the  mandor  to  come  to  the 
bungalow  after  work. 

Darby  was  having  his  tea  on  the  verandah  when 
the  mandor  came  up,  bringing  a  couple  of  the  weeding 
women  as  witnesses  on  his  behalf.  He  got  up  and 
held  his  court  of  justice,  leaning  over  the  verandah 
as  he  looked  down  at  the  group  at  the  bottom  of  the 
stairs. 

"  Now,  Slamat,"  he  said  to  the  mandor.  "  What  is 
the  reason  for  all  this  trouble  ?  " 

"  Tuan,"  said  Slamat,  "  this  new  woman  gave 
trouble  from  the  moment  she  began  to  work.  Work  ! 
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She  moved  slower  than  a  bullock  drawing  a  cart. 
She  was  continually  stopping  to  straighten  her  back. 
When  I  chid  her,  she  either  took  no  notice  of  me  or 
answered  me  insolently.  At  last  she  sat  upon  the 
ground  saying  she  was  tired  and  that  I  was  a  chattering 
ape.  I  struck  her  with  the  rotan  to  make  her  get  up, 
and  she  attacked  me  with  her  tadju  like  a  mad  woman 
and  cut  my  head  open.  These  two  women  are  witness 
to  the  truth  of  my  words." 

"  She  called  him  vile  names  !  "  broke  in  one  of  the 
women,  eager  to  bear  witness  against  Sitia.  It  was 
the  one-eyed  woman  who  had  pulled  her  hair  the  night 
before.  "  She  spat  and  said  no  Javanese  dog  should 
give  her  orders,  and  she  tried  to  kill  him." 

"  And  she  would  have  killed  him  if  we  had  not  all 
run  to  help  him,"  put  in  the  second  woman.  "  Then 
she  ran  away  in  fear  of  us." 

"  She  is "  began  the  mandor. 

"  Silence,"  barked  Darby.  He  looked  with  sus- 
picious anger  at  the  prosecutors,  feeling  sure  that  the 
story  was  made  up,  but  there  was  no  getting  away 
from  the  fact  that  the  mandor's  head  was  cut  open. 

"  Well  ?  "  he  said,  turning  to  Sitia,  who  stood  a  little 
apart  in  haughty  and  sullen  silence.  "  You  have  heard 
what  they  have  said.  What  have  you  to  say  to  it  ?  " 

"  They  lie,  tuan,"  said  Sitia,  with  an  air  of  not 
deigning  to  discuss  the  matter. 

"  Lie  !  "  shrieked  the  women.  "  It  is  she  who  lies. 
What  of ?  " 

"  Silence,"  -  thundered  Darby,  glaring  at  them. 
After  a  pause  he  turned  to  Sitia.  "  Did  you  cut  open 
Slamat's  head  with  your  tadju,  or  did  you  not  ?  "  he 
demanded. 

"  I  did,  tuan,"  she  said  shortly. 
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"  Why  ?  " 

"  He  lashed  me  suddenly  with  his  rotan  and  without 

reason.  He  did  not  even  speak.  He "  She 

stopped  short,  again  with  a  sullen  air  as  though  it 
were  not  worth  while  to  explain. 

Darby  looked  at  her  in  silence  for  a  minute,  making 
up  his  mind. 

"  Sitia,"  he  said  at  last,  "  if  I  sent  you  in  to  the 
tuan  magistrates,  a  month's  hard  labour  in  the  jail  is 
the  least  you  would  get  for  wounding  the  mandor. 
His  striking  you  with  the  rotan  does  not  excuse  such 
an  act.  I  do  not  believe  you  were  lazy  or  the  rest 
that  is^said  against  you.  I  fine  you  one  dollar  for  the 
assault,  and  that  is  hardly  any  punishment  for  such 
an  act.  If  you  do  such  a  thing  again  /  will  punish 
you.  Do  you  understand  ?  "  and  he  looked  hard 
at  her. 

Sitia  looked  back.  "  Yes,  tuan,"  she  said.  "  I 
would  submit  myself  to  the  tuan." 

Darby  turned  to  the  mandor.  He  would  not  reprove 
him  for  hitting  Sitia  or  tell  him  he  thought  him  a  liar 
before  the  women  of  his  gang.  He  reserved  that  for 
afterwards. 

"  Go,"  he  growled.  And  as  the  mandor,  feeling  in 
the  tone  that  trouble  was  to  follow,  slunk  off  with  the 
two  women,  Darby  called,  "  And  see  me  at  muster 
to-morrow,"  giving  Slamat  unpleasant  anticipatory 
sensations. 

"  Watchman,"  said  Darby,  "  wait  in  the  road  till 
I  send  you  this  woman  to  take  back.  Sitia,  come  up 
on  the  verandah." 

She  did  so,  and  at  a  word  from  Darby  squatted  on 
the  floor,  beside  his  chair. 

"  Listen,"  he  said  gently.    "  I  must  not  lower  the 
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mandor  too  much  before  his  women,  but  I  believe 
nothing  of  what  he  or  they  have  said,  except  that  you 
attacked  him.  I  want  to  help  you.  Will  you  not  tell 
me  your  trouble  ?  "  and  he  bent  forward,  and  placed 
his  hand  on  her  shoulder,  looking  encouragingly  into 
her  face.  - 

She  looked  up  earnestly  at  him ;  it  seemed  as  if 
she  were  trying  to  catch  and  understand  the  gentleness 
of  his  voice,  then  she  buried  her  face  in  her  hands,  and 
remained  motionless.  It  was  some  time  before  Darby 
could  make  her  speak.  At  last  he  said  :  "  Are  you 
angry  with  me  for  punishing  you,  Sitia  ?  " 

"  No,  tuan,  you  are  the  tuan  and  my  other  father." 

"  Then,  as  you  are  in  fault,  why  are  you  sulky  ?  " 

Suddenly  it  all  came  out  in  a  passionate  rush  of 
tears.  She  was  a  Malay,  and  beautiful ;  the  women 
were  Javanese  dogs,  and  ugly  and  jealous.  The 
mandor  had  lied.  She  was  not  lazy,  she  was  as  yet 
unskilled  and  slow,  and  the  mandor  had  given  her  a 
stinging  lash  without  warning,  which  had  startled 
and  infuriated  her. 

Darby,  convinced  that  she  was  speaking  t>>e  truth, 
was  rather  troubled,  but  he  pointed  out  that  a 
murderous  attack  with  a  tadju  might  have  had  serious 
consequences,  and  certainly  would  have,  if  he  had 
sent  her  to  a  magistrate.  At  the  same  time,  he  assured 
her  that  the  mandor  had  no  right  to  touch  her,  but 
only  to  report  to  him,  and  told  her  to  come  to  him  if 
she  were  struck  again. 

She  went  away  a  little  comforted.  But  a  mandor, 
she  felt,  was  too  powerful  an  enemy  to  be  reported, 
and  after  that  day  she  took  in  silence  the  few  malicious 
cuts  he  now  and  again  gave  her. 

Darby  relieved  himself  the  next  day  by  telling  the 
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mandor  a  few  home  truths,  and  threatening  him  with 
instant  dismissal  if  he  suspected  him  of  again  striking 
the  women,  which  served  to  check  to  a  certain  extent 
that  gentleman's  too  ready  hand.  He  also  had  Sitia 
trained  to  tapping,  which  is  light  work  in  the  shade, 
among  the  old  rubber.  This  relieved  her  to  a  great 
extent  of  the  companionship  of  the  Javanese  women, 
as  a  tapper  mostly  works  alone.  In  a  couple  of  months 
she  had  left  the  weeding  altogether  and  was  a  tapping 
coolie. 

Sitia  was  now  free  for  the  greater  part  of  the  day,  as 
the  weeding  mandor  was  busy  with  his  gang  till  four 
o'clock  and  after,  whereas  her  work  was  finished  by 
one  or  at  latest  two  o'clock.  But  Slamat  had  never 
forgotten  that  cut  over  the  head,  and  her  evenings  were 
a  misery  to  her  and  a  continual  struggle  to  avoid  him. 

Many  of  the  men  coolies  would  have  liked  to  marry 
her,  but  were  prevented  from  wooing  her  by  a  hand- 
some, strapping  young  Javanese  called  Gnadio,  who 
was  her  most  persistent  admirer.  Sitia  had  no  wish 
to  marry  any  man  that  she  had  yet  seen,  least  of  all 
a  Javanese  coolie,  but  it  did  sometimes  occur  to  her 
that  only  when  she  had  a  husband  to  protect  her 
would  her  life  on  Rambutan  estate  become  tolerable. 

She  was  sitting,  tired,  in  front  of  the  lines  one  day, 
half  an  hour  before  it  was  time  for  her  to  be  locked 
up  with  the  rest  at  seven  o'clock,  when  her  tormentor 
appeared  for  the  second  time  that  evening. 

"  Time  for  evil  women  to  go  to  bed,"  he  said,  with 
a  grin,  yet  keeping  his  eyes  away  from  hers  which  he 
feared  to  face.  "  Go  to  the  kamar-bujong." 

"  I  will  not,"  said  Sitia. 

"  If  you  do  not  you  shall  taste  my  rotan,"  and 
Slamat  raised  his  cane. 
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Sitia  closed  her  eyes  for  a  moment,  and  in  that 
moment  took  the  plunge. 

"  Gnadio,"  she  said  to  that  worthy,  who,  as  usual, 
was  lounging  near  her,  "  do  you  want  to  marry 
me?  " 

'  Yes,"  said  Gnadio,  promptly  springing  to  his  feet. 

"  Beat  that  man  well  for  me,  then,  and  I  will  marry 
you  to-morrow." 

Gnadio,  with  one  bound,  knocked  over  the 
astonished  Slamat,  and  picking  up  his  dropped  rotan 
thrashed  him  soundly  till  he  fled  howling. 

"  It  is  well,"  said  Sitia.  "  Have  the  hadji  here  to- 
morrow and  I  will  marry  you.  But  you  must  protect 
me  from  that  man,  remember." 

Gnadio  grunted  acquiescence  and  Sitia  wearily  went 
to  the  kamar-bujong,  vaguely  speculating  whether 
marrying  Gnadio  would  be  any  better  than  being 
tormented  by  Slamat. 

She  did  not  find  it  so.  Gnadio  certainly  protected 
her  from  her  enemy,  and  threatened  to  club  him  if  he 
did  not  cease  persecuting  her.  But  Gnadio  himself 
became  no  longer  a  thing  for  toleration,  but  hatred. 
And  not  without  reason.  He  was  a  handsome  brute 
and  nothing  more.  He  treated  his  wife  as  his  slave, 
as,  indeed,  is  the  custom  of  most  Javanese  of  the 
lower  class.  Of  course,  beside  her  tapping  work,  she 
now  had  to  cook  for  him  and  do  all  the  domestic 
duties,  and  get  beaten  if  her  work  did  not  please  her 
master.  But  when  it  came  to  handing  over  all  her 
wages  as  well  for  Gnadio  to  gamble  with,  Sitia  felt  it 
was  too  much.  Beside  her  own  needs,  she  wanted  a 
trifle  to  give  presents  to  her  four  little  brothers  and 
sisters  now  and  again,  and  to  have  a  dollar  or  two  to 
spare  should  her  parents  happen  to  be  in  need. 
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Gnadio  was  a  confirmed  gambler,  who  would  gamble 
the  sarong  off  his  back,  and  one  of  his  reasons  for 
marrying  was  to  have  some  one  whose  money  he 
could  spend.  The  climax  came  when  he  told  her  one 
day  (after  having  forced  her  wages  from  her  and  lost 
them  on  the  gaming  cloth)  that  she  must  get  money  in 
other  ways.  Sitia  told  him  he  was  a  Javanese  dog, 
spawned  in  the  mud  of  a  mangrove  swamp  like  the 
rest  of  his  monkey-like  tribe.  That  his  father  was  a 
brainless  crocodile  and  his  mother — but  there  he 
dashed  her  to  the  ground  with  a  savage  blow  in  the 
face.  He  then  began  to  belabour  her  with  a  thick 
rotan,  which,  screaming,  she  tried  to  avoid. 

With  a  sudden  twist  she  managed  to  leave  her  sarong 
in  his  hand,  dashed  naked  to  the  open  door,  and  leaped 
from  the  top  step  into  the  arms  of  Darby,  who,  it 
happened,  was  walking  through  the  lines,  and  had 
heard  her  screams.  He  placed  her  on  the  ground  and 
held  her  off  to  look  at  her  face,  which  was  hardly 
recognisable,  and  turning  her  he  saw  that  her  back 
and  legs  were  bleeding  and  bruised. 

He  called  to  a  woman  near  to  cover  her  with  a 
sarong,  and  then,  as  for  the  moment  it  was  obvious  he 
could  get  nothing  from  her,  he  turned  to  the  door  from 
which  she  had  sprung.  Gnadio,  following  her,  had  seen 
her  in  the  tuan's  arms,  and  as  he  could  not  get  out  with- 
out passing  him,  had  shrunk  back  fearing  retribution. 

Darby  stepped  in  at  the  door  and  the  look  on  his 
face  made  Gnadio  feel  empty  at  the  pit  of  his  stomach. 
It  was  no  good  trying  to  tell  how  badly  Sitia  had 
behaved  to  him,  her  lawful  husband.  These  mad 
"  Orang  Puteh,"1  as  the  English  were  called,  were 

1  "Orang  Puteh  "="  white  man,"  reserved  for  the  English. 
Dutchmen  are  "  Orang  Blandah."  Germans,  "  Orang  German." 
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never  madder  than  when  a  woman  was  badly  knocked 
about  the  face  or  cut  up  and  bleeding  on  the  back, 
even  when  it  was  quite  properly  done  by  a  lawfully 
married  husband. 

So  Gnadio's  hand  went  swiftly  behind  his  back  and 
as  swiftly  reappeared  with  a  knife  in  it.  But  that  took 
two  movements  of  the  hand  and  Darby  only  made 
one.  He  hit  straight  from  the  shoulder  and  his  fist 
landed  on  Gnadio's  nose,  and  broke  it,  dashing  him  up 
against  the  wall  half  stunned,  while  the  knife  fell  on 
the  floor.  Darby  was  going  to  pick  up  the  rotan  when 
he  remembered  Sitia's  blackened  and  closed-up  eye. 

An  eye  for  an  eye,  and  Gnadio  must  have  one 
similar  to  it,  and  he  let  fly  again  on  Gnadio's  left  eye, 
this  time  sending  him  to  the  floor.    Then,  picking  up 
the  rotan,  he  soon  made  him  a  case  for  the  hospital 
to  which  he  sent  him  in  charge  of  a  watchman. 

He  did  not  send  Sitia  to  the  hospital.  He  had 
noticed  how  dispirited  she  had  seemed  for  some  time, 
but  had  not  been  able  to  get  anything  out  of  her, 
and  he  would  have  no  chance  of  doing  so  in  the  hospital. 

A  good  assistant  in  the  interests  of  his  company 
must  make  it  his  business  to  try  and  find  out  why 
his  coolies,  especially  his  tapping  coolies,  are  unhappy. 
Tapping  is  delicate  work,  and  if  a  coolie  is  brooding 
on  his  or  her  domestic  wrongs,  the  knife  often  slips 
through  the  bark  and  leaves  a  scar  on  the  tree.  Apart 
from  this,  Darby  was  moved  by  the  continually 
dejected  demeanour  of  a  girl  who  had  seemed  con- 
tented enough  when  she  first  came. 

He  sent  for  the  hospital  dresser,  an  educated  China- 
man, and  they  brought  Sitia  to  his  bungalow,  clothed 
in  an  old  rag  of  a  sarong  that  the  woman  had  put  on 
her.  The  old  sarong  sticking  to  her  wounds,  was 


24  THE  MAGICIAN'S  DAUGHTER 

stripped  off  and  her  cuts  and  bruises  were  washed  in 
warm  water  and  otherwise  doctored.  Then  Darby 
sent  the  dresser  off  to  treat  Gnadio  in  the  hospital, 
and  putting  three  or  four  soft  cushions  on  the  verandah, 
he  placed  Sitia  down  on  them  in  one  of  his  new  silk 
sarongs  and  set  himself  to  get  her  story  from  her. 
He  saw  it  would  be  a  difficult  task,  only  to  be  attained 
by  kindness  and  sympathy,  and  at  length  he  gained 
his  object. 

Sitia,  never  accustomed  to  courteous  consideration 
and  a  sympathetic  voice,  was  at  last  won  over  and 
began  to  cry.  It  was  not  a  storm  of  passionate  weep- 
ing, but  a  quiet  steady  flow  of  tears,  much  as  Darby 
considered  a  European  girl  would  cry  if  she  were 
feeling  better  after  ill-usage.  True,  this  young  man 
did  not  remember  to  have  seen  many  English  girls 
cry,  having  lived  a  pioneer  life  until  he  came  to 
Malaya  ;  but  he  had  heard  of  it,  and  also  that  it  was 
better  to  let  them  alone  for  a  bit  until  they  had  worked 
off  steam.  So  he  filled  and  lit  another  pipe  and  waited. 
After  about  fifteen  minutes,  he  returned  to  the  attack 
and  was  successful. 

Sitia,  by  this  time  feeling  as  if  she  were  a  child 
being  protected,  told  him  everything.  She  wanted  to 
be  free  from  Gnadio,  to  leave  the  estate,  where  even 
if  she  were  free  from  Gnadio  she  would  be  persecuted 
by  Slamat.  She  was  not  a  contract  coolie  on  a  three 
or  one  year's  term,  but  free,  and  could  leave  at  once 
if  she  paid  down  a  month's  salary.  But  where  was  the 
month's  salary  ?  Gnadio  had  had  all  her  savings. 
The  only  way  out  was  to  run  away  if  she  could  or  stay 
behind  and  poison  Gnadio,  and,  she  added  naively, 
that,  perhaps,  was  the  best  solution.  Afterwards,  she 
would  see  what  could  be  done  about  Slamat.  Darbv 
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did  not  favour  this  simple  and  direct  way  out  of  her 
difficulties. 

"  If  I  send  you  away  from  the  estate,  Sitia,  and  get 
you  a  divorce,  stay  at  home  a  bit,  and  take  a  decent 
good-class  Malay  for  your  husband,  not  one  of  these 
low-caste  Javanese." 

"  Tuan,"  Sitia  said  after  a  moment's  silence,  "  I  will 
wed  with  no  man  again.  What  is  the  lot  of  a  married 
woman  ?  To  bear  children  that  the  man  may  leave 
heirs,  to  cook  the  man's  food,  to  remain  in  the  back- 
ground while  he  eats  it,  to  carry  his  burden  and  walk 
behind  at  his  heels  like  a  dog  when  he  needs  her,  to  be 
beaten  when  he  is  displeased  and  to  receive  favours 
with  humble  gratitude.  I  would  never  have  married 
that  dog  Gnadio  if  Slamat  had  not  made  me  seek  a 
protector,  and  even  then  I  was  a  fool.  It  would  have 
been  better  to  have  killed  Slamat  or  at  least  to  have 
tried,"  and  her  dark  eyes  blazed  dangerously. 

"  Very  strange  ideas  for  a  Malay,"  mused  Darby, 
"  perhaps  that's  why  she  went  so  long  unmarried." 

"  What  do  you  want  to  do  then,  Sitia  ?  "  he  asked. 

"  To  be  a  tuan's  girl,"  she  cried  out  suddenly,  as 
if  it  had  been  forced  from  her.  "  To  love  him,  and 
have  my  love  returned,  or  if  not  returned  as  I,  Che 
Thia,  could  give  it,  to  be  loved  a  little  and  to  be 

treated  like  a — like  a — oh "  and  she  clutched  her 

heaving  breasts  and  panted,  knowing  what  she  meant, 
but  not  knowing  how  to  give  it  a  name.  She  could 
not  say  "  like  a  woman."  Her  women  were  not  treated 
like  that. 

"Ah,"  she  cried  ;  "  yes,  like  a  mem  "  (an  English 
lady),  "  just  a  little  bit,  so  tiny,  tuan,  a  thousandth 
part  of  what  a  mem  would  get  from  a  husband  who 
loved  her,  would  satisfy  me,  tuan.  Ah,  tuan,  you 
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have  not  been  long  here,  you  have  no  woman  as  yet. 
If  you  cannot  love  me,  you  are  kind,  and  I  can  love 
you,  and  I  will  take  such  care  of  you  and  your  house- 
hold. Your  food  shall  be  cooked  so  that  your  meals 
will  be  something  to  sit  over  and  not  hurry  through, 
your  clothes  shall  be  mended,  and  your  house  kept 
properly  cleaned.  Your  boys  shall  no  longer  steal 
from  you.  Beat  me  if  you  are  displeased,  and  I  will 
not  appear  in  your  sight  until  you  call  for  me.  Oh, 
tuan,  say  yes,  say  yes  !  "  And  she  threw  herself  on 
the  floor  with  her  arms  round  his  ankles. 

By  now,  after  all  he  had  seen  of  Sitia,  Darby  would 
very  much  have  liked  to  "  say  yes,"  but  it  was  im- 
possible. Yet  he  hated  to  drive  away  this  girl  who  was 
so  unhappy  and  might  be  made  so  happy. 

"  Listen,  Sitia,"  he  said.  "  I  can't  take  you.  The 
big  tuan  "  (the  manager)  "  would  not  allow  me  to 
take  a  girl  from  off  the  estate,  and  if  he  would,  I  would 
not  do  it.  You  are  an  intelligent  girl  and  must  see  it 
would  never  do.  That  sort  of  thing  causes  labour 
troubles  on  an  estate.  I  could  not  have  a  proper  hold 
over  my  coolies  if  I  were  that  sort  of  tuan.  And  in 
your  case,  it  would  be  said  I  made  Gnadio  give  you 

up  in  order  to  take  you  myself.  No,  but "  he 

stopped,  and  then,  looking  away  from  her,  went  on 
rather  hurriedly,  "  There  are  several  tuans  round  who 
would  be  glad  to  have  you.  I  will  see  that  you  can 
go  home  to-morrow,  and  then  have  a  rest  and  take 
your  time." 

It  was  not  so  easy  to  get  the  girl  off  the  verandah, 
but  at  last  he  persuaded  her  to  go  back  to  her  empty 
hut,  telling  her  to  come  to  him  in  the  morning.  He 
had  come  to  the  conclusion  that  he  must  discharge 
her.  There  would  be  murder  done,  he  could  see,  if 
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she  stayed  ;  so  that,  although  she  was  a  good  tapper, 
his  hand  was  forced. 

He  went  over  to  the  hospital  and  stood  looking 
down  at  the  wreck  of  Gnadio,  till  that  miserable  wretch 
felt  sick,  wondering  what  was  coming.  At  last  Darby 
spoke,  telling  him  that  he  was  sending  for  the  hadji, 
the  Mohammedan  priest,  and  to-morrow  Gnadio  would 
agree  to  divorce  Sitia.  As  he  spoke  as  if  there  could 
be  no  possibility  of  Gnadio  disagreeing,  Gnadio  did 
not  dream  of  doing  so. 

The  next  day  Sitia  was  made  happy  with  a  divorce, 
a  present  of  the  silk  sarong  and  twenty  dollars,  and 
went  to  her  home. 


CHAPTER  II 
THE   MEN    OF  A   STRANGE   RACE 

SITIA  had  a  good  month's  rest  at  home.  Her 
bruises  and  cuts  healed,  and  her  parents  were 
sensible  and  kind  enough  to  let  her  do  nothing 
if  she  liked  for  a  time.  Her  father,  an  old,  wizened-up 
Malay,  grumbled  and  scolded  her  for  having  married 
a  Javanese  coolie,  and  pointed  out  several  times  that 
it  had  ended  just  as  he  had  prophesied  it  would  when 
he  had  first  heard  of  it.  This,  however,  really  gratified 
him  by  ministering  to  his  reputation  of  one  who  could 
read  the  future. 

In  his  capacity  of  pawang,  he  performed  wonders 
with  her  wounds,  so  that  they  healed  in  a  third  of 
the  time  that  might  have  been  expected.  Unfortu- 
nately for  Sitia,  he  used  her  rather  more  than  she  liked 
as  an  advertisement  for  his  art,  exhibiting  what  had 
been  her  wounds  to  several  of  his  neighbours,  and 
grossly  exaggerating  the  depths  of  the  cuts  which  he 
had  charmed  away  by  his  art.  He  was  infuriated 
against  Gnadio  and  Slamat,  but  particularly  Gnadio. 
He  made  no  threats  against  them,  however,  merely 
telling  Sitia  not  to  be  troubled  by  thoughts  of  them 
again,  adding  that  he  would  attend  to  them  later. 

About  a  month  after  leaving  Rambutan  estate, 
Sitia,  who  had  been  making  enquiries,  set  out  on  her 
search  for  a  fraction  of  that  love  that  was  bestowed 
on  tuans'  wives.  Her  mother  was  often  engaged  in 
buying  and  selling  silk  sarongs  and  bajus  (native  loose 

28 
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jackets),  and,  laden  with  a  bundle  of  these,  Sitia  took 
the  Utan  Ular  road  to  the  Burana  estate,  five  miles 
out.  She  called  a  rickshaw  and  haggled  and  bargained 
with  the  puller  for  some  time  as  to  the  fare,  and  at 
length  started  on  her  quest. 

She  got  out  at  the  bungalow  of  McQueen,  an  assistant 
on  Burana,  and  going  to  the  back,  interviewed  the 
boy,  a  rather  ragged-looking  Malay— speaking  Tamil 
or  Kling,  as  the  Tamils  are  called  in  Malaya. 

"  Tuan  ada  ?  "   she  asked  briefly. 

"  No,  he  is  in  the  field,"  said  the  boy.  "  What  do 
you  want  ?  " 

"I  have  some  silk  sarongs  and  baj  us  for  sale,  "said  Sitia. 

"  I  am  in  need  of  a  silk  sarong,"  said  Mootoosamy 
pointedly. 

'  Yes  ?  "  Sitia  said,  taking  no  notice. 

'  Yes,  and  if  you  want  to  see  the  tuan  you  must 
give  me  one." 

'  These  sarongs  are  worth  twenty  dollars  and  you 
want  me  to  bribe  you  with  one.  I  am  not  mad." 

'  Then  I  shall  tell  the  tuan  when  he  comes  you  are 
a  bad  woman,  and  have  been  making  a  big  noise  here, 
because  I  will  not  pay  you  money,  which  you  falsely 
say  I  owe  you,  and  the  cook  will  swear  to  it,  if  I  ask 
him,"  said  Mootoosamy,  grinning. 

Sitia  drew  herself  up  as  straight  as  a  dart.  She 
had  been  leaning  against  a  post,  looking  down  on  him 
idly,  as  he  squatted  on  his  haunches,  rolling  out  the 
curry  powder  on  the  curry  stone. 

"  You  black  Hindoo  frog,"  said  she  (and  his  position 
certainly  suggested  it)  ;  "  when  your  father,  the  ape, 
went  courting  he  mated  with  the  lizard  and  you  are 
the  result.  No  brains,  no  good,  no  comeliness,  and  a 
rat's  cunning.  Look  at  me  and  say  whether  the  tuan 
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will  lightly  turn  me  away  at  your  word.  If  you  persist 
I  will  go  now,  but  I  will  send  my  friend  the  tuan 
Darby  to  complain  to  Tuan  McQueen,  how  I  was  turned 
away  from  his  door  by  his  pariah  boy,  because  I 
refused  to  bribe  him.  My  father  is  Ahmat  the  Pawang, 
and  I  have  learned  a  little  of  his  art ;  a  little  ;  but  enough 
for  such  a  lump  of  mud  as  you.  Shall  I  go  or  stay  ?  " 

"  Stay,"  said  Mootoosamy,  completely  overawed 
and  shivering  at  the  thought  of  black  magic. 

He  tried  to  placate  her  by  offering  her  coffee,  but 
she  turned  away  and  said  she  was  going  to  wait  on 
the  verandah. 

After  about  half  an  hour,  McQueen  came  up  the 
verandah  stairs,  roaring  to  his  boy  for  a  stingah 
(whiskey  and  soda).  He  was  a  good-looking  man  of 
middle  height,  but  the  strength  and  freedom  of  his 
bearing  made  him  seem  tall.  As  he  came  on  to  the 
top  stair,  Sitia  rose  from  the  floor  where  she  had  been 
sitting  cross-legged  and  looked  at  him  earnestly. 

Would  this  be  the  tuan  that  would  give  her  what 
she  was  seeking  ?  Her  eyes  were  no  longer  haughty 
or  languidly  indifferent,  but  full  of  anxious  enquiry. 
McQueen  was  struck  by  her  expression  the  moment 
he  saw  her. 

"  Who  are  you  ?  "   he  asked. 

"  Che  Thia,  tuan,"  she  answered,  and  noticed  the 
admiration  in  his  eyes.  Very  piercing  eyes  they 
seemed  to  her,  and  blue  as  steel.  Not  grave  and  gentle 
like  the  tuan  Darby's,  but  more  compelling  she 
thought,  or  rather  felt,  for  she  could  not  have  ex- 
pressed her  feeling  even  to  herself. 

"  And  what  do  you  want  ?  "  asked  McQueen, 
looking  all  over  her  rather  than  at  her. 

"  I  have  silk  sarongs  and  bajus  for  sale,  tuan." 
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"  And  anything  else  ?  " 

He  was  staring  so  hard  into  her  eyes  that  she  lowered 
her  eyelids  embarrassed. 

"  No,  tuan,"  she  said. 

"  Not  yourself  ?  "  he  asked,  stepping  close  to  her 
and  smiling  into  her  face. 

But  the  question  touched  a  hidden  depth  of  pride 
in  her  and  she  lifted  her  head  again  rather  haughtily. 
The  tuan  Darby  had  not  spoken  nor  looked  at  her 
like  that  when  she  had  come  to  him  to  apply  for  work. 

"  I  am  not  for  sale,"  she  said,  in  a  quiet  voice  ; 
"  but  I  am  a  free  gift  to  the  tuan  who  wants  me,  if  he 
is  the  right  tuan." 

"  And  what  must  the  right  tuan  be  like  ?  "  asked 
McQueen. 

He  had  thought  at  the  first  glance  that  this  was  an 
uncommonly  lovely  girl ;  it  now  struck  him  that  she 
was  much  superior  to  the  average  native. 

"  The  right  tuan  that  I  will  give  myself  to,  must  be 
one  who  will  be  just  and  kind  to  me  and  will  love  me 
a  little  ;  ever  so  little  will  satisfy  me,  if  I  may  taste 
that  which  Orang  Puteh's  mems  enjoy,  if  only  for  a 
little  while.  In  return  I  will  give  my  service  whole- 
heartedly to  the  tuan  and  if  I  do  love  him  it  will  be 
no  light  gift  to  be  thrown  away." 

McQueen  now  felt  that  he  must  possess  this  girl. 
Her  voice  was  as  beautiful  as  the  rest  of  her.  Love  ! 
Of  course  he  could  love  her  ;  he  would  soon  show  her. 
"  Do  you  think  you  could  love  me,  Sitia  ?  "  he  asked. 

"  I  don't  know,"  she  said,  after  a  long  look. 

"  Do  you  want  to  learn  ?  I  think  I  might  be  able 
to  teach  you  the  Orang  Puteh's  way,"  and  he  took 
both  her  hands.  She  felt  the  lightness  of  his  tone  and 
smiled  into  his  face. 
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"  Kasi  bladja"  (teach  me),  she  said. 
McQueen  laughed.    "  A  Malay  San  Toy,  by  God  !  " 
said  he,  and  then, 

"  But  to  make  my  meaning  clearer 
You  must  come  a  little  nearer." 

he  sang  in  English,  and  then  translated. 

Sitia  looked  up  startled.  McQueen  had  an  excep- 
tionally beautiful  baritone  voice,  too  good  to  be 
hidden  away  on  a  rubber  estate.  In  speaking,  there 
was  no  special  charm  in  his  voice,  but  in  the  snatch  of 
song  it  became  rich  and  low  and  of  a  magical  power. 

Without  hesitation  she  stepped  up  close  to  him,  and 
he  felt  a  thrill  run  through  him. 

"  Next,"  he  said,  "  I  must  put  my  arm  round  your 
waist.  That  is  a  sign  of  protection,"  he  explained 
solemnly. 

"  Oh,"  said  Sitia,  who  was  beginning  to  like  this  very 
much  and  to  feel  a  strange  excitement,  "  and  do  I 
put  my  arm  round  your  waist  ?  " 

"  No.  my  darling  round  my  neck,"  and  he  stooped 
for  her  to  do  so. 

"  Sakaran  misteh  kasi  '  kiss  '  '  ("  now  you  must 
give  me  a  kiss  "),  said  he. 

" '  Kiss  ! '  what  is  that  ?  "  said  Sitia,  with  an  arm 
round  his  neck  and  her  face  very  close  to  his. 

"  English,  French,  and  German  misses 
Do  not  ask  me  what  a  kiss  is. 
They  are  all  expert  at  kissing. 
Will  you  teach  me,  if  you  please  ?** 

he  sang  in  English. 

Again  the  deep  voice  singing  the  strange  foreign 
words  acted  on  her  like  a  spell. 

He  placed  his  forefinger  under  her  chin,  tilted  up  her 
face,  and  gave  her  a  lingering  kiss  on  her  lips. 
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"  Ah-h,"  gasped  Sitia. 

It  had  awakened  an  emotion  in  her  that  frightened 
her,  so  strange  was  it,  and  yet  she  felt,  not  wholly 
unknown  to  her.  She  buried  her  face  on  his  breast, 
clinging  to  him  and  quivering  a  little. 

McQueen  waited  a  moment,  looking  down  on  her. 
Then  he  said  : 

"  Well,  what  do  you  think  of  a  kiss,  Sitia  ?  " 

His  rather  flippant  tone  jarred  and  immediately 
broke  the  spell.  She  disentangled  herself  from  his  arms, 
and  walking  to  a  corner  sat  down  on  the  floor  rather 
suddenly. 

Just  then  Mootoosamy  appeared  with  the  stingah. 
It  had  been  ready  before,  but  Mootoo  had  reasons  of 
his  own  for  watching  behind  a  curtain  to  see  what 
business  this  girl  who  had  threatened  to  bewitch  him, 
had  with  his  master. 

McQueen  forgot  to  curse  him  for  being  slow.  He 
took  the  stingah  and  drank  it  off. 

Mootoosamy  took  the  empty  tumbler,  not  at  all 
liking  what  he  had  seen,  and  walked  off,  Sitia  following 
him  with  her  eyes. 

"  Well,  Sitia,  you  haven't  told  me  what  you  think 
of  kissing,"  said  McQueen. 

"  Your  boy  is  listening  behind  the  curtain,"  said 
Sitia  in  a  low  voice. 

McQueen  ran  across  the  room  behind  the  verandah 
and  discovered  Mootoosamy  behind  the  partition 
curtain,  in  the  act  of  departing  hurriedly. 

McQueen  was  just  in  time  to  catch  him  with  his  toe, 
accelerating  his  speed,  so  that  he  took  the  back  stairs 
in  one  wild  jump  and  fled  into  the  kitchen  with  his 
hands  pressed  behind  him,  loudly  calling  upon  Ram- 
asany  his  god. 
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"  That  little  business  being  despatched,"  said 
McQueen  returning,  "  tell  me  what  you  think  of  my 
way  of  making  love. 

"  I  will  be  true,  love  ;  true,  love,  to  y«u," 
he  sang. 

Sitia  had  been  disappointed  since  he  had  spoken 
just  after  the  kiss.  Something  had  seemed  out  of 
tune,  but  when  the  rich,  deep  voice  rang  out  again 
and  he  flung  himself  on  the  floor  beside  her,  she  turned 
to  him  fascinated.  This  time  he  noticed  how  strongly 
his  singing  affected  her. 

"Well,"  he  said  lightly,  "will  you  come  and  be 
my  little  wife,  for  better  or  for  worse  until  death  us 
do  part  ?  "  And  he  put  his  arm  round  her. 

"  Do  you  mean  that  ?  "  she  said,  looking  deep  into 
his  eyes,  her  own  glittering  uncannily  as  he  thought. 

"  By  God  I  do,"  he  said,  completely  carried  away. 
"  I  have  never  met  a  girl  like  you  !  I  swear  I  will  be 
the  right  tuan  to  you.  You  shall  have  not  a  little, 
but  all  my  love.  You  shall  be  my  mem,"  and  he  tried 
to  kiss  her  again. 

But  she  placed  her  hands  on  his  chest  and  kept 
him  off. 

"  Wait,"  said  she.  "  I  swear  to  you  by  Allah,  that 
when  the  time  comes  that  you  want  to  marry  a  mem, 
I  will  leave  you  ;  and  leave  you  wishing  you  joy. 
Not  all  could  do  it  where  they  really  love,  but  I,  Che 
Thia,  could."  She  paused  with  her  eyes  half  closed  as 
if  contemplating  the  struggle.  Then  she  went  on. 

"  But  saving  only  in  the  case  of  your  loving  one 
of  your  own  race,  I  will  hold  you  to  your  own  words, 
'  till  death  us  do  part.'  Wait,"  she  said,  as  he  again 
tried  to  clasp  her,  "  I  want  you  to  know  well,"  and 
again  she  paused  with  her  eyes  so  fixed  on  his  that  he 
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felt  mesmerised.    "  If  I  love  you  as  I  can  love,  and 

another  native  woman  comes  between  us,  Death  will 
part  us." 

She  emphasised  her  words  and  tried  to  make  the 
solemn  warning  weigh  on  him,  but  McQueen,  now 
mad  for  her,  gave  them  no  second  thought. 

"  No  one  shall  ever  come  between  us,  my  darling, 
not  even  a  mem  ;  you,  you  are  more  lovely  than  any 
mem  I  know.  See,  we  cannot  go  before  the  Orang 
Puteh's  hadji,  but  we  will  marry  after  their  fashion," 
and  pulling  off  a  heavy  native  gold  ring  he  placed  it 
on  her  finger,  and  then  clasping  her  in  his  arms  kissed 
her  again  and  again,  while  she,  abandoning  any  doubts 
she  might  have  had,  lay  limp  in  his  arms,  thrilled  by 
each  kiss. 

"  Tiffin,  tuan,"  called  Mootoosamy  from  behind  the 
curtain.  He  did  not  dare  to  come  within  reach  this 
time. 

They  got  up,  and  Sitia  said  she  must  go  home  now, 
and  would  come  to  start  her  new  life  the  next  day. 

"  Going  home  ?  Not  if  I  know  it.  I  can't  wait  till 
to-morrow,"  said  McQueen,  and  sang  : 

"  Why  should  we  wait  for  to-morrow  ? 
You  are  Queen  of  my  Heart  to-night," 

looking  closely  at  her  to  see  if  she  would  be  moved 
by  his  voice. 

She  was.  She  half  turned,  looking  at  him  with 
delight  in  her  eyes  and  her  lips  parted.  But  when  it 
was  over,  she  said  she  must  go  home  and  tell  her 
people  and  get  her  things. 

"  And  what  about  pin-money,  Sitia  ?  "  asked 
McQueen. 

"  '  Pin-monee '  ?  "  asked  Sitia,  puzzled. 
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"  What  the  tuans  give  their  mems  to  buy  pins  with. 
Will  thirty  dollars  a  month  do  you  ?  " 

"  What  do  the  mems  want  so  much  money  to  buy 
pins  for  ?  "  asked  Sitia,  wrinkling  her  forehead  over 
this  new  revelation  of  the  doings  of  the  "  Orang 
Puteh."  "  Gold  ones  for  the  hair,  I  suppose  ;  but  do 
the  tuans  give  their  mems  money  for  no  other  pur- 
pose ?  " 

"  Yes,  foolish  one,"  said  he,  chucking  her  under  the 
chin,  charmed  with  her  pretty  puzzled  air  ;  "  but  it 
is  only  a  name,  you  can  do  what  you  like  with  it,  and 
see,  here  are  twenty  dollars.  You  will  probably  find 
some  use  for  it  before  coming  to-morrow." 

"  I  thank  the  tuan  for  his  gift,"  said  Sitia,  and, 
picking  up  the  bundle,  she  departed. 

Sitia  travelled  along  the  road  in  the  blazing  after- 
noon sunshine.  The  rickshaw  puller  was  a  good  one, 
and  they  spun  along  merrily,  past  the  native  holdings 
or  kampongs,  crammed  with  vegetable  life — rubber, 
bananas,  betel-nut  palms,  and  cocoanuts,  all  planted 
together,  and  in  the  middle  of  all  a  little  hut  built  of 
wood  or  of  sago  palm  leaves.  The  road  was  cool  and 
darkened  where  it  ran  through  the  kampongs,  but 
Sitia  noticed  neither  sunshine  nor  shade.  McQueen's 
voice  in  singing  sounded  still  in  her  ears,  and  she  drew 
a  sharp  little  breath.  He  was  another  tuan  when  he 
was  singing.  Kindness  and  tenderness  entered  his 
voice,  and  love.  There  was  one  line  he  sang  in  the 
Orang  Puteh's  tongue  that  she  was  sure  was  full  of 
love  for  her.  (It  was  "  I  will  be  true,  love.")  She 
did  not  understand  the  words,  but  the  tone — yes. 

And  his  eyes There  came  a  long  pause  in  her 

thoughts. 

She  had  begun  already  to  lose  her  almost  unconscious 
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objection  to  his  tone  at  times  in  speaking,  and  now  she 
forgot  it. 

"  Aie-ee,  Chee  Thia  !  "   called  a  shrill  voice. 

Sitia  was  woken  out  of  her  dream.  She  looked 
round.  In  the  shade  of  a  great  rambong  tree,  a  species 
of  wild  rubber,  were  seated  about  a  dozen  Malay 
women,  squatting  on  the  ground,  threading  atap  or 
sago  palm  leaves  on  long  sticks,  for  the  roofing  and 
walls  of  houses.  It  was  cool,  pleasant  work,  where 
they  could  sit  and  chatter  as  they  strung  the  leaves 
all  day  long.  Their  coloured  sarongs  and  jackets  made 
a  bright  motley  patch  against  the  dark  green  of  the 
trees. 

"  Where  are  you  going  ?  "  called  one  of  them,  as 
Sitia  stopped  the  rickshaw  puller  and  got  out. 

"  Back  again,"  said  Sitia,  walking  towards  them. 

"  Where  have  you  been  ?  "   asked  the  woman. 

"  There,"  said  Sitia,  squatting  with  her  bundle 
beside  her. 

"  Aie  !  Che  Thia  has  been  to  see  her  lover,  and  is 
secret  lest  his  wife  should  hear  of  it,"  another  woman 
giggled.  "  Tell  us  who  he  is,  Che  Thia." 

"  I  have  been  out  to  sell  sarongs  and  bajus,"  Sitia 
said,  ignoring  the  facetious  one  and  addressing  the 
first ;  "  but  I  have  sold  none  and  am  returning.  Do 
any  of  you  need  one  ?  " 

"  It  is  well  to  take  sarongs  for  an  excuse  when  one 
goes  man  hunting ;  but  there  is  no  need  to  sell  one," 
said  another,  a  handsome  bold-looking  woman,  the 
only  Javanese  there. 

Now  as  this  was  exactly  what  Sitia  had  been  doing, 
the  remark  stung,  especially  as  there  had  been  no 
good-humour  in  her  raillery. 

She    straightened   up    and   looked    fixedly   at    the 
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Javanese  woman,  at  her  painted  red  lips  and  the  white 
rice  powder,  which  had  been  laid  on  thick  and  wet  all 
over  her  face.  It  had  dried,  and  as  yet  she  had  not 
taken  the  trouble  to  wipe  it  off. 

The  girl  dropped  her  eyes  uneasily  and  went  on  with 
her  work. 

"  Are  you  not  going  tapping  again  ?  "  asked  another. 

"  No,"  Sitia  said  curtly. 

"  Not  to  see  Tuan  Darby  ?  "  murmured  the  Javanese 
as  if  to  herself. 

"  Why  do  you  think  I  should  want  to  see  the  tuan 
Darby  ?  "  asked  Sitia. 

"  Well,"  said  the  girl  maliciously,  "  the  tuan  half 
killed  Gnadio  for  your  sake  and  made  him  divorce 
you.  He  will  soon  turn  off  Gnadio  and  take  you  to 
live  with  him.  You  will  like  that  better  than  a  husband 
of  your  own  faith,  won't  you  ?  Especially  if  Death 
finds  you  in  his  house."  And  she  laughed. 

This  was  a  particularly  bitter  sting  to  a  Malay.  If  a 
Malay  girl  dies  in  a  Christian's  house,  her  relatives 
will  not  bury  her. 

Sitia  leaned  a  little  forward,  and  gazed  fixedly  at 
the  girl.  She  had  something  of  mesmeric  power  and 
knew  it,  though  she  would  have  called  it  magic. 

Another  woman  spoke,  but  she  took  no  notice,  and 
in  the  silence  that  fell,  the  Javanese  looked  up,  her 
eyes  drawn  to  Sitia's. 

At  first  she  stared  boldly  and  insolently,  then  she 
grew  uneasy  and  then  frightened,  as  she  found  she 
could  not  draw  her  eyes  away.  She  felt  a  spell  was 
being  put  upon  her,  which  would  bring  misfortune. 

At  last  Sitia  spoke  slowly  and  called  her  by  name. 

"  Wongsopaviro,  you  are  like  the  rest  of  your  dirt- 
eating,  mud-brained  tribe.  You  five-legged  woman 


THE  MEN  OF  A  STRANGE  RACE          39 

with  a  face  like  a  grinning  death  mask.  Why  the 
tuan  Darby  cannot  take  me  when  I  know  he  would 
like  to,  I  will  not  make  work  for  myself  in  telling  you. 
You  would  not  understand  honour  and  decency.  As 
to  Gnadio,  doubtless  his  fate  will  meet  him  when  it  is 
ready.  So  will  yours.  Be  ready  to  meet  it  when  it 
comes." 

Sitia  stopped  speaking  and  looked  away. 

Wongsopaviro,  released  from  the  spell  of  her  eyes, 
got  up,  trembling  with  fright,  and  walked  away  into 
the  hut,  firmly  convinced  she  had  been  bewitched. 

"  I  think  Wongsopaviro  will  take  care  of  her  tongue 
in  future,"  said  the  headwoman.  "  But  she  is  a  dog 
without  shame  like  the  rest  of  the  Orang  Java." 

'  Yes,"  said  Sitia,  as  if  she  had  already  forgotten 
the  incident.  "  But  will  no  one  buy  a  sarong  ?  It 
will  be  hard  for  me  to  meet  my  mother  without  having 
sold  one." 

"  Let  us  see,"  said  the  headwoman,  and  they  all 
crowded  round  to  inspect  the  bundle. 

"  That  is  a  good  one,  that  Batak  sarong ;  though 
the  colouring  is  not  bright  enough.  What  is  the 
price  ?  " 

"  Fifteen  dollars,"  said  Sitia. 

"  Clk,  elk  !    I  will  give  you  five." 

A  bargain  was  struck  after  half  an  hour  for  ten 
dollars,  and  as  no  more  women  appeared  to  wish  to  buy, 
Sitia  rolled  up  her  bundle  and  departed,  wishing  them 
"  Slamat,"  or  good  luck. 


CHAPTER  111 

AT  THE   MAGICIAN'S   HOUSE 

SITIA  stepped  through  the  door  to  the  sound 
of  squeals  from  within,  and  found  her  mother 
whipping  little  Theema,  her  sister.  The 
mother  stopped  when  she  entered,  and  Sitia  asked 
what  was  the  matter. 

"  She  has  bathed  and  will  not  put  on  her  sarong 
again.  A  big  girl  of  nine  to  want  to  run  out  naked  in 
the  street  like  a  Sakai  savage,"  said  her  mother, 
shaking  her  head  angrily  at  Theema. 

"  And  would  not  a  smacking  have  been  sufficient  for 
that,  instead  of  a  cane  ?  "  said  Sitia  quickly  in  a  low 
voice,  stooping  down  and  picking  up  the  sobbing  little 
mite.  She  was  very  fond  of  her  little  brothers  and 
sisters,  and  she  sat  down  on  the  floor  and  began  rubbing 
the  child  to  take  away  the  smart. 

"  Theema  can  be  naked  in  here  where  it  is  cool," 
she  said.  "  You  would  not  like  low  people  to  mock 
you  in  the  street,  would  you,  and  say,  '  There  goes 
Theema,  the  daughter  of  Ahmat  the  Pawang,  naked  like 
a  Sakai  ? '"  And  she  rocked  the  child  in  her  arms. 

The  old  woman  grumbled.  "  No  good  will  come 
of  caressing  a  child  when  it  is  naughty,"  she  said. 

"  Mother,  Theema  is  feverish,"  said  Sitia.  Not 
that  she  was  in  any  way  anxious,  as  a  touch  of  fever 
is  as  common  to  a  Malay  as  a  headache  to  many 
Europeans.  "  Get  me  some  tea  for  I  am  thirsty,  and 
I  will  tell  you  news  of  my  good  fortune.  First,  though, 

4° 
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there  are  ten  dollars  for  the  Batak  sarong.  I  sold  it 
to  Sutie  at  Batu  ampat.  And  what  have  I  brought 
my  little  mouse-deer  who  stay  at  home  ?  "  she  asked, 
looking  down  at  Theema  and  then  at  little  Kasrie, 
aged  seven,  who  was  pawing  at  the  folds  of  cloth  on 
her  breast,  searching  for  something. 

"  Sweets  ?  "  asked  Theema,  stopping  short  in  the 
middle  of  a  sniff. 

"  Sweets,"  said  Sitia  gravely ;  "  but  they  are 
sweets  such  as  a  rajah's  daughter  might  eat  and  must 
be  eaten  decorously  in  a  sarong.  Ai-ee  !  Kasrie, 
you  naughty  child,  you  have  made  mine  fall  to  my 
waist.  Go  and  get  Theema's  sarong  that  she  may  eat 
these  sweets  with  dignity." 

Theema's  objections  to  a  sarong  vanished,  and  the 
children  were  despatched  into  a  corner  to  eat  their 
sweets  with  or  without  dignity,  and  the  mother  and 
eldest  daughter  were  left  to  their  tea  and  the  news. 

The  old  woman  was  greatly  pleased  when  she  heard 
that  Sitia  was  going  to  live  with  McQueen.  "  He  is 
the  one  next  to  the  big  tuan  on  that  estate,"  she  said, 
"  therefore  he  will  have  a  big  pay  and  have  dollars 
to  spare.  Yes,  you  must  give  him  a  love  charm  in  his 
tea.  Coffee  would  be  best  if  he  drinks  coffee.  It  hides 
the  taste  better,  and  then  you  can  get  what  presents 
you  like  out  of  him." 

Sitia  glanced  at  her  mother  squatting  over  her  tea, 
but  said  nothing.  She  would  give  her  tuan  no  love 
charm,  but  she  did  not  want  a  clamour  about  that  yet. 
'  You  have  better  luck  than  you  deserve,"  went  on 
the  old  woman.  "  You  might  have  had  Tuan  Darby 
of  Rambutan  estate.  He  has  been  here  to  see  how 
you  were  getting  over  Gnadio's  blows.  A  tuan  does 
not  take  that  trouble  for  nothing." 
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"  I  asked  him  once,  as  you  know,  and  he  refused  me," 
said  Sitia  shortly. 

"  Once  !  "  screamed  the  old  woman.  "  Once,  to 
a  man  who  was  certainly  only  hesitating.  You  were 
on  his  estate  nearly  three  months.  Could  you  not  have 
made  eye-play  when  you  met  him ;  could  you  not 
have  gone  to  his  bungalow  again  and  again  on  some 
pretext  and  charmed  him,  till  he  forgot  his  scruples 
about  taking  you  because  you  were  his  coolie  ?  By 
Allah,  don't  you  know  how  beautiful  you  are  ?  " 

"  Am  I  ever  allowed  to  forget  it  ?  "  asked  Sitia  sulkily. 

"  Forget  it !  What  do  you  want  to  forget  it  for  ?  " 
went  on  the  old  woman,  thoroughly  roused.  "  With 
your  beauty  and  with  the  magic  I  and  your  father 
have  taught  you,  and  with  the  power  that  is  in  your 
eyes,  you  could  rule  not  one  man,  but  many.  But 
you  are  as  cold  and  strange  as  the  Orang  Puteh's 
mems.  There  was  the  handsome  boatswain  of  the 
Dutch  steamboat  that  I  wanted  you  to  marry  two 
years  ago,  and  you  ran  away  and  hid  for  a  month, 
saying  you  wanted  to  marry  no  man  to  be  his  slave  !  " 
and  she  threw  up  her  hands. 

"  I  ran  away  because  my  father  tied  me  up  naked 
and  lashed  me  ;  and  you,  before  you  cut  me  loose  gave 
me  a  second  beating,"  said  Sitia. 

' '  Well,  and  what  else  should  we  do  when  you  would  not 
see  happiness  at  your  feet  ?  "  snapped  the  old  woman. 

"  You  have  been  a  good  mother  to  me,  but  you  are 
too  fond  of  the  rotan,"  said  Sitia  wearily.  "  However, 
no  one  shall  beat  me  again  if  my  legs  are  quick  enough 
to  carry  me  away  in  time.  Come,  mother,  don't  be 
angry  now.  Good  fortune  is  coming  my  way,  and 
here  is  my  father  returning." 

Old  Ahmat  walked  into  the  room.     He  was  only 
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fifty-five,  but  looked  much  older.  His  face  was  deeply 
lined  and  he  had  a  small  grizzled  moustache.  Under 
his  sarong,  which  was  wrapped  in  folds  round  his 
waist  so  that  it  barely  fell  to  his  knees,  he  wore  a  pair 
of  khaki-coloured  trousers,  which  was  the  Malay  full 
dress  before  the  Europeans  ever  came  to  the  country. 
A  brilliant  scarlet  silk  jacket  and  the  Malay  small  high 
cap  of  dark  yellow  velvet  completed  his  dress.  He 
had  been  to  doctor  the  sick  child  of  a  headman  of  the 
district  and  was  dressed  befittingly. 

"  What  news  ?  "  he  asked  Sitia. 

"  The  news  is  good,"  said  Sitia. 

"  Very  good,"  put  in  Dheela,  the  old  woman.  "  I 
was  just  telling  her  it  was  better  than  she  deserved." 

"  What  is  it  ?  "   he  asked. 

"  What  she  might  have  had  before,  if  she  would 
have  deigned  to  stoop  for  it,"  grumbled  Dheela,  still 
unpacified. 

"  Woman,  your  tongue  is  as  long  as  the  trail  of  the 
travelling  ants,  but  worse,  for  it  arrives  nowhere.  Be 
silent.  Sitia,  tell  me  your  news." 

Sitia  told  the  story  over  again,  and  Ahmat  listened 
with  great  interest  and  was  evidently  pleased. 

"  I  would  rather  it  had  been  the  Tuan  Darby,"  he 
said.  "  He,  too,  greatly  desired  you,  I  could  see,  but 
he  had  given  his  word  to  his  big  tuan  to  take  no  one 
who  had  laboured  under  his  eye." 

"  Sitia  never  tried  to  tempt  him,"  said  Dheela. 

"And  she  was  right,"  said  old  Ahmat;  "when  a 
woman  persuades  an  honourable  man  to  break  the 
oath  that  he  has  given,  she  drags  him  to  shame  and 
sooner  or  later  he  hates  her  as  well  as  himself.  Few 
women  understand  this,  but  Sitia  does,"  and  he 
glanced  at  the  girl  with  pride. 
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Sitia's  face  reddened  with  pleasure.  She  knew  her 
father  thought  a  good  deal  of  her,  though  he  rarely 
praised  her  on  principle  ;  a  principle  that  has  often 
caused  much  trouble. 

"  But  it  is  necessary  that  I  look  into  your  future, 
girl.  Who  knows  but  that  this  desertion  of  your  own 
race  for  a  Christian  may  bring  misfortune  upon  you  ?  " 

"  She  can  leave  him  when  misfortune  comes," 

muttered  the  old  woman,  "  and  yet "  and  she 

broke  off  musingly. 

"  And  yet  what  ?  "  asked  old  Ahmat  harshly,  and 
Sitia  waited  a  little  anxiously  for  the  conclusion  of 
Dheela's  sentence. 

"  And  yet,"  said  Dheela,  "  I  do  not  think  I  would 
desert  a  man  to  whom  I  had  given  myself  because 
misfortune  fell." 

"  It  is  well,"  said  Ahmat.  "  Forget  your  first  words. 
Sitia  would  never  have  heeded  them,  but  you  have 
other  daughters.  The  sun  has  been  down  half  an  hour. 
I  go  to  get  my  herbs.  Put  those  children  to  bed  and 
let  them  get  to  sleep.  Any  disturbance  after  I  begin 
will  break  the  spell.  Be  ready  here,  you  two,  by  the 
time  nine  strikes,"  and  he  walked  out. 

"  Are  all  the  sweets  finished  ?  "  Sitia  asked,  rising 
and  going  to  the  corner,  while  Dheela  cleared  away  the 
tea-things. 

"  No,  Mat  has  three  still  in  front  of  him." 

"  He's  got  one  of  mine,"  said  Theema. 

"  And  mine,"  said  Kasrie. 

"  And  mine,"  said  Awang,  the  second  boy. 

"  I  won  them,"  said  Mat  firmly,  but  fearing  confisca- 
tion of  the  sweets,  if  not  worse. 

"  I  have  told  you  not  to  gamble,"  said  Sitia  sharply. 
"  Next  time  beware  of  the  rotan."  She  had  suffered 
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badly  from  the  effects  of  Gnadio's  gambling.  "  Now, 
Awang,  Theema,  and  Kasrie,  here  are  your  sweets ; 
put  them  in  your  mouths  and  come  to  bed." 

"  No,  not  to  bed  yet,"  said  Mat.  "  It  is  too  early 
for  one  of  my  age." 

He  was  ten  and  looked  upon  his  brother  of  eight 
and  the  little  girls  as  babies. 

"  Hush,  you  must  all  come  to  bed  now.  Our  father 
will  need  this  room  soon,  and  whatever  you  hear,  your 
eyes  must  be  shut  and  your  mouths  too  ;  particularly 
your  mouths."  She  spoke  mysteriously  and  the 
children  looked  at  her  awed. 

They  guessed  at  what  was  going  to  happen,  and 
they  got  up  to  go. 

"  I  will  carry  the  girls,"  cried  Sitia  cheerfully,  "  and 
the  boys  will  each  hold  an  ankle,  then  will  no  evil 
spirit  come  between  us  as  we  go  to  the  sleeping-place." 

She  tucked  away  a  little  girl  under  each  arm  and 
walked  into  the  other  room,  each  little  boy  holding 
on  to  an  ankle  of  the  children  who  were  carried. 

She  put  them  down  on  the  sleeping  mats  and 
arranged  four  pillows  in  a  row  for  them.  She  looked 
down  smiling  at  the  four  little  figures  stretched  out. 

"  Sleep  soundly  to-night,"  she  said,  "  or  your  fate 
will  be  nearly  as  bad  as  the  otter's  babies  whom  the 
mouse-deer  guarded." 

"  Oh,  Sitia,"  cried  Theema,  "  tell  us  the  story." 

"  But  what  will  our  fate  be  if  we  do  not  sleep  ?  " 
said  Mat,  who  had  ideas  of  his  own  of  keeping  awake 
and  looking  through  the  crack  of  the  door. 

"  The  great  forest  demon  may  claim  you,"  said 
Sitia  ;  and  then  guessing  what  was  in  Mat's  mind, 
"  and  if  a  sound  is  heard  from  this  room,  our  mother 
will  whip  you  all  round  with  the  rotan,  so  hard  that 
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the  floor  will  be  painful  to  squat  on  for  a  day  or  two. 
And  I  shall  not  try  to  stay  her  hand." 

Sitia  spoke  sternly.  She  was  very  anxious  that 
nothing  untoward  should  interrupt  the  proceedings 
of  that  night. 

Then  seeing  all  the  little  faces  looking  very  glum, 
she  said  :  "  But  I  will  tell  you  the  story  of  the  otter's 
babies  and  then  you  will  be  good  and  sleep  ;  will  you 
not  ?  " 

"  Yes,  yes,"  from  each  of  the  pawang's  babies. 

"  Very  well,  then.  Once  the  otter  wanted  to  go 
fishing ;  but  she  had  four  little  babies  and  could  not 
leave  them  unguarded,  as  the  wicked  moosang,  with 
his  little  sharp  teeth,  might  gobble  them  up  in  her 
absence.  So  she  called  to  Pelandok,  the  mouse-deer, 
and  said  :  '  Pelandok,  will  you  guard  my  babies  for 
me  while  I  go  fishing,  and  be  particularly  careful  that 
the  moosang  does  not  deceive  you,  crawling  so  silently 
through  the  grass  and  sucking  their  blood  ?  ' 

"  And  Pelandok  promised  to  guard  them  and  be  very 
careful.  He  was  proud  of  the  trust  ;  for  he  is  the 
smallest  of  all  the  deer  tribe.  No  bigger  than  a  hare." 

"  I  know,  because  I  have  killed  one,"  said  Mat 
proudly. 

"  Hush,"  said  Sitia,  and  went  on. 

"  Pelandok  watched  very  carefully  and  listened  to 
every  rustle  made  by  the  breeze  in  the  rushes  by  the 
river.  After  an  hour  he  was  startled  by  hearing  the 
woodpecker  sound  his  note  of  warning.  '  Tick,  tock, 
tick,  tock,'  went  the  notes  sounded  by  his  bill  on  the 
trunk  of  a  tree. 

"  They  continued  so  quickly,  that  Pelandok  thought 
that  some  great  danger  was  coming,  and  forgetting  the 
babies  sounded  his  war-drum,  loud  and  long.  Now 
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when  Pelandok  sounds  his  war-drum,  he  stamps  on 
the  ground  with  his  sharp  little  hoofs,  beating  a 
regular  tattoo.  But  he  forgot  the  babies  and  when 
he  had  recovered  from  his  fright  he  found  he  had 
stamped  all  the  otter's  babies  dead." 

"  Ah-h,"  from  both  the  little  girls. 

Sitia  held  up  a  warning  finger. 

"  Soon  the  otter  came  back,  and  when  she  found  all 
her  babies  dead  she  was  full  of  grief  and  rage.  She 
would  listen  to  nothing  that  Pelandok  could  say  in 
excuse,  but  seeking  Nebi  Slieman1she  appeared  before 
his  throne  and  appealed  to  him  for  vengeance  on 
Pelandok,  the  mouse-deer,  for  killing  her  babies. 

"  Now  Nebi  Slieman  held  under  Allah  dominion  over 
all  beasts,  and  he  summoned  Pelandok  to  appear  before 
him  and  answer  to  the  charge  of  killing  the  otter's 
babies. 

"  But  Pelandok  said  how  he  had  heard  the  alarm 
sounded  by  the  woodpecker,  and  fearing  that  a  great 
danger  was  coming  he  had  sounded  his  war-drum, 
forgetting  in  his  fright  that  the  otter's  babies  were 
so  close  to  him. 

"  So  the  woodpecker  was  summoned  to  answer  to  the 
charge  of  having  caused  Pelandok  to  kill  the  otter's 
babies. 

"  But  the  woodpecker  said  that  he  had  had  good 
reason  for  sounding  his  alarm,  for  he  had  seen  from 
his  tree  great  shoals  of  the  river-turtles  hurrying  up 
the  river,  as  if  pursued  by  some  enemy.  Therefore, 
he  had  quite  rightly  sounded  his  alarm,  and  the  river- 
turtle,  not  he,  was  responsible  for  the  death  of  the 
otter's  babies.  So  the  chief  of  the  river- turtles  was  called. 

" '  But,'  said  the  chief  of  the  turtles,  '  as  we  were 

1  Solomon. 
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peacefully  feeding  in  the  river,  line  upon  line  of  an 
army  of  the  prawns,  all  in  war  array,  dashed  up  the 
river  towards  us,  and  we,  fearing  lest  we  should  get 
caught  in  a  battle  between  the  prawns  and  their 
enemies,  fled  up  the  river.  And  therefore  the  prawns 
and  not  we  are  responsible  for  the  death  of  the  otter's 
babies.' 

"  So  the  chief  of  the  prawns  was  called  before  the 
throne.  But  the  chief  of  the  prawns  said  that,  shortly 
before  the  turtles  had  fled  from  them,  shoals  of  gar- 
fish came  dashing  up  the  river  apparently  in  a  great 
terror  ;  and  thinking  that  the  garfish  were  pursued 
by  some  powerful  enemy,  they  had  fled,  lest  they,  too' 
be  caught.  And  therefore  the  garfish  and  not  they 
were  responsible  for  the  death  of  the  otter's  babies. 

"  So  the  chief  of  the  garfish  was  summoned.  But  the 
chief  of  the  garfish  said  that,  while  they  were  swimming 
peacefully  in  the  river,  the  otter  suddenly  flashed  upon 
them  striking  and  killing  left  and  right,  and  they  had 
fled  up  the  river  to  escape  her. 

"  '  Depart,  thou  foolish  creature,'  said  Nebi  Slieman 
to  the  otter.  '  Thou  alone  art  responsible  for  the 
death  of  thy  babies.' 

"  And  so  you  see,"  concluded  Sitia,  "  the  otter 
could  get  no  redress,  as  it  was  her  own  fault.  And  now 
sleep  well,  and  if  any  sound  waken  you,  take  no  heed. 
Nothing  will  harm  the  pawang's  babies  if  they  are 
good,"  and  she  rose  and  left  the  room.1 

It  was  not  till  nearly  ten  o'clock  that  Ahmat  returned. 
He  had  been  searching  in  the  cemetery  for  a  plant 
which  had  been  hard  to  find,  though  the  moon  was 
bright  and  clear. 

1  This  fable  has  appeared  in  a  book  of  Malay  stories,  but  as  it 
is  a  common  story  among  the  Malays  I  feel  justified  in  allowing 
Sitia  to  tell  it. 
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Dheela  was  squatting  in  a  corner  of  the  room 
awaiting  him.  She  bent  forward  in  silence,  holding 
a  small  tom-tom  under  the  folds  of  the  upper  sarong, 
which  covered  her  head,  and  would  have  reached  to  her 
knees  had  she  been  standing  up. 

The  only  light  in  the  room  was  a  small  lamp  with 
no  chimney,  and  its  flame  flickered  up  and  down, 
throwing  off  smoke,  and  made  the  darkness  of  the  rest 
of  the  room  almost  impenetrable  to  unaccustomed 
eyes. 

It  was  placed  on  the  floor  in  front  of  Dheela,  and 
lighted  up  her  wizened  face,  which  was  preoccupied 
and  anxious.  She  was  a  cantankerous  old  woman,  aged 
before  she  should  be,  by  the  burden  and  labour  of  her 
life  ;  but  in  her  own  way  she  was  fond  of  her  children 
and  anxious  for  their  happiness. 

Sitia  lay  on  a  grass  mat  near  to  her.  She  had 
fallen  asleep,  lying  on  her  back  with  her  head  pillowed 
on  one  arm,  the  other  stretched  out  towards  her 
mother.  The  room  was  close  and  she  had  thrown  aside 
her  jacket,  wearing  only  her  sarong  twisted  round  her 
waist.  Every  now  and  then  the  jewel  she  wore  round 
her  neck  gleamed  on  her  naked  breast  in  the  flame- 
light  like  an  angry  eye. 

As  Ahmat  came  in  she  awoke  and  sat  up  cross- 
legged  with  her  back  against  the  wall,  watching  his 
movements.  Ahmat  placed  a  brazier  in  the  middle  of 
the  room  and  lit  a  small  charcoal  fire  in  it.  Beside  it 
he  placed  his  herbs  and  other  accessories  to  his  art, 
and  some  little  dishes  of  curry  and  rice  for  the  enter- 
tainment of  the  spirits  he  was  about  to  summon.  Then 
he  squatted  down  in  front  of  the  small  blaze  of  fire. 

For  some  time  there  was  absolute  silence.  Now  and 
again  he  dropped  a  pinch  of  some  powder  into  the 
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flame,  and  blew  upon  it  from  time  to  time.  The  two 
women  might  have  been  carved  in  stone,  so  still  were 
they  in  the  smoky  gloom.  Suddenly  Ahmat  threw  up 
his  head  to  the  ceiling  and  began  chanting  in  a  low  tone. 

Dheela,  who  had  been  awaiting  this,  slipped  her 
arms  from  out  of  the  enfolding  cloth  and  began  to 
thump  the  tom-tom  softly,  a  couple  of  thumps  at  the 
end  of  each  line  of  the  incantation. 

Ahmat,  dimly  seen  behind  the  smoke  of  the  fire, 
raised  his  chant  gradually  louder  and  more  rapid  ;  the 
sound  of  the  tom-tom  also  swelled  in  unison.  He 
worked  himself  into  a  frenzy,  thumping  his  chest  with 
his  fists. 

Then  he  stopped  dead,  and  the  tom-tom  ceased. 
A  few  moments  he  remained  as  if  petrified,  with  his 
chin  pointing  to  the  ceiling  and  then  called  a  name 
three  times. 

Sitia  here  leaned  forward  anxiously,  but  Ahmat, 
having  remained  a  full  minute  in  his  expectant  posture, 
dropped  his  chin  to  his  breast. 

Sitia  leaned  back  disappointed. 

After  about  five  minutes  the  chanting  and  the 
accompaniment  began  again,  was  worked  up  to  the 
same  pitch  of  excitement,  and  another  spirit  called 
upon  with  the  same  result. 

This  happened  many  times.  At  length  after  calling 
upon  a  spirit  by  name,  he  threw  out  his  arms  wide 
and  fell  back  upon  the  floor,  apparently  unconscious. 
Neither  woman  moved,  and  for  five  minutes  there 
was  a  silence  only  broken  now  and  again  by  a  sputter 
or  a  crackle  from  the  little  fire. 

At  length  Ahmat,  after  a  few  deep  gasps,  sat  up. 
He  did  not  move  for  some  moments,  and  appeared  to 
be  deep  in  thought.  After  a  while  he  rose  and  carried 
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the  brazier  with  the  fire  outside.  The  draught  of  air 
from  the  opened  door  cleared  the  atmosphere  some- 
what of  the  smoke,  and  made  the  flame  from  the  lamp 
jump  up  and  down. 

He  re-entered  and  sat  down  near  the  two  women. 

"  What  news  have  you  for  me  ?  "  asked  Sitia, 
unable  to  keep  silence  any  longer. 

"  The  news  is  good  and  the  news  is  bad,"  Ahmat 
said  ;  "  but  I  with  my  art  may  make  the  bad  good." 

"  Yes,  but  what  ?  What  is  it  ?  "  she  insisted, 
bending  forward  eagerly. 

'  You  will  have  great  joy  and  great  pain,"  said 
Ahmat. 

"  Ah-h,"  sighed  Sitia,  with  a  sharp  intake  of  her 
breath.  "  I  thought  I  should  have  the  joy.  Let  pain 
come  afterwards  if  it  will,"  she  muttered  inaudibly. 

"  The  tuan  McQueen  is  much  in  love  with  you," 
went  on  Ahmat.  "  Even  now  he  is  restless  in  his  bunga- 
low, and  looking  forward  to  the  morrow  instead  of 
going  to  the  house  where  the  tuans  gather  together 
at  night.  His  love  is  keen  and  may  last  long,  but 
an  evil  mischance  is  threatened  and  will  surely  come 
about.  This  can  only  be,  that  he  will  at  length  lose 
his  love  for  you  and  desire  to  mate  with  another.  It 
must  be  this,  for  what  other  evil  would  you  fear,  if  you 
can  keep  his  love  ?  But  this  I  can  prevent.  Put  the 
love  charm  I  will  prepare  for  you  in  his  drink  (it 
matters  not  what,  for  it  is  colourless  and  tasteless), 
and  you  will  be  able  to  do  what  you  wish  with  him, 
until  he  dies.  The  spell  of  my  love  charms  once  taken 
cannot  be  shaken  oft  unless  I  give  an  antidote." 

"  No,"  cried  Sitia,  springing  to  her  feet.  "  I  will 
give  my  tuan  no  love  charm  save  the  charm  of  myself, 
my  spirit,  and  my  body.  I  want  no  drugged  and 
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doctored  love  where  the  man  crawls  after  his  mistress 
like  a  spellbound  beast.  A  lover  ?  Say  a  slave  rather. 
Remember  the  Dutch  tuan  near  Deli  and  that  Javanese 
witch  who  had  enslaved  him.1  I  would  have  my  man 
to  be  a  man  and  not  a  tamed  monkey." 

"  You  will  find  your  man  to  be  a  man  and  you  will 
find  your  man  to  be  a  beast.  I,  a  man,  tell  you  so. 
I  tell  you  the  sorrow  will  come.  I  was  told  so.  Do 
you  doubt  my  word  ?  "  he  asked  angrily. 

"  No,  my  father,  I  believe  you  and  what  you  have 
said,  '  great  joy,  great  pain,'  and  I  welcome  it.  I  will 
buy  my  joy  with  my  pain.  Rarely  does  one  escape 
payment,  but  the  sweets  will  be  worth  the  bitterness." 
("  Clk,  elk,"  went  Dheela  angrily.)  "  My  tuan  bound 
himself  by  oath  to  me  to-day,  and  unless  he  leaves  me 
for  one  of  his  own  race,  I  hold  him  to  his  oath." 

"  Sitia,"  said  Dheela  very  angrily,  "  your  father 
ought  to  flog  you  well.  Does  not  he  know  what  is 
best  for  your  happiness  ;  do  you  despise  his  knowledge 
and  his  medicines  ?  " 

"  Indeed,  my  mother,  I  do  not,"  said  Sitia,  pained 
at  this  charge. 

"  Well,  you  shameless  one,  what " 

"Peace,  woman,"  growled  Ahmat ;  "the  girl  is 
right.  When  I  think  of  the  Dutch  tuan,  I  see  with 
Sitia's  eyes.  You  have  taught  wisdom  to  your  father, 
child." 

The  old  woman  muttered  angrily  to  herself,  but  Sitia, 
pleased  with  her  father's  praise,  wished  him  "  good 
evening,"  and  going  to  the  other  room,  laid  herself 
down  by  the  sleeping  children. 

1  Malay  love  charms  are  too  often  strong  drugs  that  wreck  a 
man's  will  and  bind  him  a  slave  to  the  woman  who  gave  it  to  him. 
Strangely  enough,  she  is  the  only  person  who  holds  any  undue 
power  over  him. 


CHAPTER  IV 

THE   MAN   WHO   MISSED   HIS   CHANCE 

DARBY  was  strolling  through  the  rubber  trees 
inspecting  the  work  of  the  tapping  coolies. 
He  was  preoccupied,  and  found  it  very  hard 
to  give  proper  attention  to  the  work.  He  would  stand 
by  a  coolie  who  was  tapping  a  tree,  and  remain  with 
his  eyes  fixed  and  frowning  upon  the  tapped  bark  for 
some  time  after  the  coolie  had  moved  off  to  other 
trees,  making  the  man  or  woman  nervous  and  appre- 
hensive of  blame  to  follow. 

Since  he  no  longer  saw  Sitia  at  the  roll  call  each 
morning,  he  had  thought  of  her  more  and  more.  Her 
image  was  now  persistently  in  his  mind  ;  he  saw  her 
proud,  or  rebellious,  or  weeping — most  often  of  all  he 
saw  her  kneeling  at  his  feet  and  pleading  for  his  love. 

He  paused  in  deep  reverie,  staring  with  unseeing 
eyes  at  a  man  who  squatted  at  the  base  of  a  tree  and 
was  bringing  his  knife  round  the  bottom  cut.  The 
man  looked  up  nervously  at  his  frowning  face. 

"  Damn  it,  I've  missed  it  again  !  "  muttered  Darby 
suddenly  bringing  his  cane  down  with  a  resounding 
whack  on  the  slack  of  his  trousers.  The  coolie  in 
front  of  him  jumped  and  lost  his  balance,  rolling  over 
on  his  back  with  his  legs  in  the  air,  while  his  knife 
remained  in  the  tree,  making  a  bad  wound. 

Darby  laughed.  "  Never  mind,"  he  said  as  the  coolie 
picked  himself  up,  looking  apprehensively  at  the  wound 
in  the  tree  from  which  the  "  milk  "  was  pouring.  "  It 
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was  the  tuan's  fault  this  time.  Stick  a  lump  of  mud 
on  it."  And  he  turned  away. 

There  had  flashed  into  his  mind  the  figure  of  Sitia 
as  she  had  stood  before  him  in  quiet  dignity  that  first 
afternoon  he  had  seen  her.  Why  hadn't  he  asked  her  to 
come  and  live  with  him  ?  "I  believe  I  knew  the  whole 
thing  then,"  he  told  himself ;  "  but  I  wouldn't  know  it. 
My  God,  what  a  fool !  " 

He  had  paused,  he  had  told  himself  a  girl  might  be 
a  nuisance,  he  had  thought  of  his  books — his  books — 
Lord,  he  would  like  to  burn  them  all !  He  had  paused, 
the  next  day  she  was  at  work,  and  it  was  too  late. 

He  told  himself  that  he  always  saw  a  thing  too  late. 
At  school  he  had  not  decided  that  he  wanted  to  go 
to  Oxford  until  it  was  too  late  to  work  for  a  scholar- 
ship, and  he  could  not  afford  to  go  without  one.  In 
British  Columbia  he  had  not  jumped  at  that  chance 
of  the  timber  deal  in  time,  nor  realised  until  the 
opportunity  had  passed  what  a  good  thing  it  was  he 
had  neglected. 

In  such  unprofitable  speculation  he  wandered  on 
through  the  trees  till  it  was  time  to  go  to  the  shed  and 
see  to  the  coolies  bringing  in  their  "  milk,"  as  the 
rubber  latex  is  generally  called. 

Darby  seated  himself  on  the  edge  of  a  table  and 
watched  the  coolies  coming  in  with  their  pails,  and 
listened  to  the  reports  of  the  mandors,  the  Javanese 
foremen,  while  a  Hindoo  conductor  made  a  mark 
against  the  name  of  each  coolie  in  a  book.  The  men 
for  the  most  part  carried  two  pails  slung  at  each  end 
of  a  stick,  balanced  on  the  shoulder,  the  weight  being 
too  heavy  for  the  little  Javanese  women  to  carry  any 
long  distance.  The  women  brought  the  scrap,  the 
rubber  that  had  coagulated  in  the  cuts  on  the  trees 
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and  the  bark  shavings.  The  pails  were  emptied  into 
sieves  placed  above  great  earthenware  tongs  or  tubs, 
and  the  sieve  was  continually  scrubbed  by  a  mandor,  to 
keep  the  mesh  from  being  closed  up  by  the  sticky  latex. 

After  a  time  the  manager  stamped  into  the  shed. 
He  was  an  excitable  red-faced  man,  with  a  big  mous- 
tache, named  Popham.  He  had  a  strong  objection  to 
taking  the  responsibility  for  the  failure  of  any  of  his 
orders,  as  Darby  had  long  discovered.  A  scapegoat 
must  be  found,  no  matter  whom. 

"  Look  here,  Darby,"  he  began  explosively,  "  these 
coolies  are  coming  in  late  now,  disgracefully  late. 
Why,  I  noticed  some  of  them  still  tapping  their  trees 
at  half -past  eleven  this  morning  !  Still  tapping  !  " 
and  he  glared  at  Darby. 

"  Yes,"  said  Darby,  slipping  off  the  table,  "  the 
coolies  are  now  dropping  a  little  water  at  the  beginning 
of  each  cut  to  make  the  milk  flow  more  quickly,  and 
by  the  time  they've  finished  four  hundred  odd  trees, 
it  makes  a  good  difference  in  the  time  that  they  start 
to  collect." 

"  It  shouldn't.  Shouldn't  make  all  that  difference. 
Anyway,  what  are  they  doing  that  for  ?  Absurd  !  " 

"  Your  orders,  a  week  ago,"  said  Darby  shortly. 

"  Mine  !   Do  you  think  I'm  a  fool  ?  "  barked  Popham. 

Whatever  Darby  thought  he  merely  pulled  out  his 
pocket-book  and  read : 

"  July  I5th.  Mr.  Popham's  orders.  All  coolies  to 
carry  round  a  small  tin  of  water  and  place  a  drop 
with  the  point  of  a  knife  at  the  beginning  of  each  cut.' 

"  Hm-m,  I  believe  I  did,  now  I  come  to  think  of 
it,"  said  Popham.  "  Saw  it  done  on  Jackson's  estate. 
If  other  estates  can  do  it,  why  don't  we,  eh  ?  Why 
don't  we  ?  " 
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"  We  do,"  said  Darby. 

"  Humph,  damned  slow  work.  Stop  it.  Can't  have 
them  as  slow  as  this.  Tapping  after  eleven  o'clock  !  " 

Darby  wrote  in  his  pocket-book  and  then  read  aloud  : 

"  July  22nd.  Putting  water  in  cuts  to  be  stopped. 
Is  that  right  ?  " 

"  Yes,  yes,"  said  Popham.  "  How's  the  work  ? 
Any  hacking  ?  " 

"  Kassan,  that  chap  there,  has  hacked  about  twenty 
trees,"  said  Darby. 

"  Twenty  trees  !  My  God !  What  do  you  mean  by 
touching  the  wood  of  so  many  trees,  you  son  of  a  pig  ?  " 
he  shouted  in  Malay,  turning  to  Kassan,  and  giving 
him  a  box  on  the  ear,  heavy  enough  to  make  him 
stumble  and  upset  a  pail  of  the  precious  latex. 

The  sight  of  the  milk  streaming  over  the  cement 
made  Popham  curse  everything  in  sight,  from  the 
coolie  he  had  knocked  over,  to  the  mandor  swabbing 
up  the  latex,  and  the  rest  of  the  coolies  collectively, 
for  crowding  in  the  shed. 

Into  this  appalling  hubbub  walked  a  man  of  a  little 
over  fifty,  with  a  cautious,  shrewd  face,  and  stood 
watching  the  scene  with  critical  appreciation  as  though 
he  were  sitting  in  the  stalls  at  a  farce.  He  was  Taylor, 
the  estate  engineer.  Every  one  liked  him,  and  he  was 
generally  known  as  Uncle  Taylor. 

"  Fine,  very  fine,"  he  remarked  applaudingly,  as 
Popham  paused  for  breath  and  glared  at  him.  Turning 
to  Darby  he  added,  in  a  lower  tone  : 

"  Really,  you  know,  with  his  eloquence  and  intimate 
knowledge  of  the  other  world,  he  should  have  followed 
a  higher  and  a  nobler  calling  than  that  of  planter." 

Popham  mopped  his  forehead,  rendered  speechless 
for  the  moment.  "  Some  thoughts  lie  too  deep  for 
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words,"  said  Taylor  sympathetically  to  him,  and 
Popham,  vaguely  suspecting  that  Taylor  might  be 
making  fun  of  him,  stamped  out  of  the  shed  to  find 
expression  for  his  thoughts  in  a  whiskey  and  bitters. 

Taylor  turned  again  to  Darby.  "  I  came  over  to  ask 
you  to  stop  your  coolies  presenting  me  with  little 
souvenirs  of  themselves,"  he  said. 

"  What  the  devil  do  you  mean  ?  "  asked  Darby, 
already  sufficiently  annoyed  by  Popham  smacking 
Kassan's  head. 

"  Long  nails  left  in  their  scrap  rubber.  I  had  my 
rollers  dented  by  two  when  putting  the  scrap  through 
the  machine  this  afternoon,"  and  he  pulled  out  two 
long  nails  that  were  flattened  out  by  the  pressure  of  the 
iron  rollers. 

"  Humph,  tell  your  lazy  swine  to  look  at  his  scrap 
as  he  shoves  it  in,"  said  Darby  grumpily. 

"  I  have.    But  your  coolies  should " 

"  Oh,  all  right.  All  right.  I'll  see  that  they  put 
their  scrap  and  bark  through  a  sieve." 

Taylor  looked  at  him  thoughtfully.  It  was  unusual 
for  Darby  to  be  so  surly.  He  knew  Sitia's  story,  and 
he  had  seen  the  girl.  It  struck  him  that  here  might 
be  the  reason  of  Darby's  irritability  of  late.  Instead 
of  asking  him,  he  said  :  "I  saw  that  girl  you  used  to 
have  on  the  estate  this  morning.  Sitia,  her  name  was, 
wasn't  it  ?  Very  handsome  girl.  What  is  she  going 
to  do  now  ?  " 

"  How  should  I  know  ?  "  asked  Darby.  "  What 
was  she  doing  this  morning  ?  " 

"  Selling  sarongs  and  bajus,  I  think.  She'd  got  a 
bundle  of  them  under  her  arm." 

"  That  is  a  pretext,"  thought  Darby.  "  She's 
started  to  look  for  a  tuan." 


5&  THE  MAGICIAN'S  DAUGHTER 

And  he  found  the  thought  so  unpleasant  that  it 
must  have  shown  in  his  face,  for  Taylor  now  felt 
certain  that  whatever  Darby's  trouble  was,  it  had 
something  to  do  with  Sitia.  He  filled  his  pipe  and 
smoked  for  a  few  minutes  before  he  spoke.  Then 
he  said :  "  You've  not  been  long  in  the  East.  I've 
been  thirty  years,  and  I've  never  seen  good  come  of 
it  when  a  European  loved  a  native  girl  too  well. 
We're  not  like  the  Dutchmen  to  marry  them  and  take 
them  back  to  the  old  country  with  us.  Therefore, 
as  we  can  only  take  them  as  temporary  wives,  it  is  best 
to  go  no  further  than  liking  them." 

"  I  suppose  you're  thinking  of  Sitia,"  said  Darby. 
"  But  I  can't  have  anything  to  do  with  her,  as  you 
very  well  know." 

"  Humph,"  observed  Taylor. 

"  Now  what  in  thunder  do  you  mean  by  that,  you 
disbelieving,  cold-blooded  old  fish  ?  " 

"  Nothing.  Nothing.  But  I'm  a  fish  that  likes  you. 
So  long." 

As  Darby  bathed  and  shaved  that  evening,  pre- 
paratory to  going  to  the  Club,  he  decided  that  he  would 
go  round  to  old  Ahmat's  after  the  Club  to  see  Sitia, 
and  ask  whether  she  had  started  on  her  quest  of  a 
tuan.  His  advice  might  be  of  use,  though  he  gave  a 
rather  wry  smile  at  the  thought.  He  told  himself 
that  he  was  a  fool,  that  Taylor,  if  he  knew,  would 
certainly  think  him  a  fool,  but  he  did  not  care.  Once 
she  had  made  her  choice,  he  would  see  no  more  of 
her,  and  this  might  very  likely  be  the  last  time  he  would 
ever  see  her.  Damn  it  all,  he  would  see  her  once  more, 
even  if  he  should  call  himself  a  fool  for  it  afterwards 
to  all  eternity.  He  felt  in  distinctly  better  spirits  as 
he  bathed  and  shaved  and  got  into  his  white  clothes 
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preparatory  to  going  to  the  Club.  An  assistant  called 
Brown  from  Middlesex  estate  happened  to  call  for  him 
on  his  way  in  a  rickshaw,  and  the  two  got  in  together, 
after  the  usual  hospitality  of  stingahs  had  been  offered 
and  accepted,  and  went  off  to  have  a  hundred  up, 
with  a  dollar  on  the  game. 

They  walked  up  the  steps  into  the  club-room, 
where  they  were  hailed  by  a  group  of  men  sitting  in 
comfortable  chairs  round  a  table,  with  the  inevitable 
glasses  on  it. 

"  Have  a  drink,  you  two  ?  " 

"  Sit  down  and  make  your  miserable  lives  happy." 

"  Boy,  ask  the  tuans  what  they'll  have." 

"  Got  any  more  whoppers  off  your  chest,  Brown  ? 
You're  nearly  as  big  a  liar  as  Pop  over  there.  My 
word,  your  worthy  boss  is  having  his  leg  pulled  at 
present,  Darby.  Douglas  has  got  him  on  a  string." 

Darby  and  Brown  sat  down  and  ordered  their 
drinks.  Popham  was  leaning  over  the  bar,  his  hair  all 
ruffled,  talking  excitedly  to  a  large  dark-looking  man, 
while  a  group  round  them  tried  to  hide  their  grins. 

"  Tap  the  roots  of  a  tree  ?  "  questioned  Popham. 
"  Impossible,  impossible.  Yes,  yes,  of  course  I  know 
the  farther  you  go  down  the  tree,  the  more  latex 
there  is ;  but  look  at  the  expense.  That's  it, 
Douglas,"  he  said,  and  thumped  the  bar  excitedly. 
"  You  fellows  never  think  of  the  expense.  Not  prac- 
tical enough,  not  practical  enough.  Might  try  it  as  an 
experiment  though.  Yes,  I'll  try  a  few  trees  to- 
morrow." 

Here  some  one  spluttered  over  his  liquor  and 
Popham  wheeled  round  just  as  they  burst  into  a  roar 
of  laughter. 

He  grinned  sheepishly.     "Oh,  I  see  ;    pulling  my 
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leg,  eh  ?  Silly  asses.  Damned  asses,"  and  he  walked 
off  to  the  ladies'  room. 

"  What  a  babe  it  is,"  sneered  Pickford,  a  dark  man 
with  a  long  horse-like  face.  "  You  could  pull  his  leg 
over  anything." 

"  Do  you  see  No.  i  crfipe  is  seven  and  a  penny 
to-day  ?  "  said  another  man. 

This  was  in  1909  and  the  days  of  the  great  rubber 
boom. 

"  Where  the  devil  is  it  going  to  stop  ?  "  asked 
Brown,  and  every  man  round  the  table  began  to  give 
his  views  on  the  eternal  rubber  question. 

Darby,  rather  bored,  turned  over  the  pages  of  a 
Punch,  feeling  too  comfortable  in  his  chair  to  suggest 
billiards  at  once. 

Shop  drifted  into  anecdotes  of  women — native 
women — jealous  husbands.  Darby,  half  listening, 
half  reading,  heard  Popham's  voice  uplifted.  He  had 
returned  from  the  ladies'  room  in  his  restless  way  and 
had  joined  the  circle. 

"The  chap  squatted  on  the  floor  to  put  his  arm 
round  the  woman's  waist,  you  know.  Husband 
underneath  the  house  drove  his  spear  up  through 
a  crack.  Don't  know  whether  the  fellow  saw  the 
point  or  not,  but  he  certainly  sat  on  it — ha,  ha, 
ha  !  Went  up  in  the  air  like  a  sky-rocket,  and  out 
through  the  door — didn't  trouble  about  the  steps — 
took  'em  with  a  jump,  while  the  husband  shied  the 
spear  after  him.  Beastly  officious,  these  husbands, 
eh,  what  ?  "  and  he  laughed  heartily  at  his  humour. 

The  conversation  drifted  on  to  love  charms.  Then 
something  that  Pickford  was  saying  caught  Darby's  ear. 

— "  And  he  was  so  much  under  the  thumb  of  his 
boy  that  he  insisted  on  taking  him  home  with  him." 


"  What  ?     What  was  that  ?  "    asked  Darby. 

"  His  boy  drugged  him  so  that  he  couldn't  leave 
him  behind,"  said  Pickford. 

"  Who  ?    Tell  us  the  yarn  again,  I  wasn't  listening." 

"  Why,  Dr.  Henley  of  Penang.  They  say  his 
Malay  boy  doped  him  to  such  an  extent  that  he's 
entirely  lost  his  will.  Gives  the  boy  whatever  he  asks 
for.  Now  he's  crocked  up  and  got  to  go  home.  But 
the  boy  wants  a  trip  too,  and  so  Henley  insists  on 
taking  him.  The  boy  can  do  what  he  likes  with 
him." 

"  Pretty  rum  that,"  said  Darby  ;  "  can  anybody 
else  do  what  they  like  with  him  ?  " 

"  No,  only  the  boy.  Gave  him  one  of  their  drugs, 
you  know." 

"  Yes,  but  how  does  the  drug  act,  so  that  only  the 
boy  has  power  over  him  ?  " 

"  How  do  I  know  ?  "  said  Pickford.  "  The  boy's 
been  to  a  pawang,  I  suppose,  and  learnt  the  trick.  I've 
heard  of  it  before.  They  know  a  lot  about  jungle 
poisons,  and  the  Sakais  know  more  than  the  Malays." 

"  Yes,  but  how  can  the  power  remain  invested  in 
the  same  person  who  gives  the  drug  ?  "  persisted 
Darby.  "  Then  there  is  something  in  their  love  charms. 
This  is  the  same  thing,  I  suppose  ?  " 

"  How  in  hell  should  I  know  how  it  works  ?  "  retorted 
Pickford.  "  It  does  anyway.  Proof  of  the  pudding's 
in  the  eating.  Hypnotism,  perhaps.  Black  magic, 
perhaps.  There  are  more  things  in " 

"  — a  hornoepathic  globule  than  are  dreamt  of  in 
your  philosophy,  Pickford,"  interrupted  Darby,  "  or 
in  that  of  most  Englishmen  out  in  the  East,  I  believe. 
We  seem  determined  to  find  the  world  a  suburban  villa 
wherever  we  go." 
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"  Well,"  said  Pickford  reflectively,  "  can't  say  I've 
given  any  thought  to  Malay  magic,  but  it  might  pay 
our  doctors  to." 

"  All  rot,"  said  Trotter  ;  "  there's  no  such  thing  as 
magic.  Pretty  hefty  drugs  and  poisons,  that's  all." 

"  But,"  said  Darby,  "  it  would  pay  our  doctors  to 
discover  those  hefty  drugs  and  poisons." 

"  Can't  see  it." 

"  No,  you  couldn't,  it  isn't  on  the  sideboard," 
Darby  said. 

He  got  up  impatiently  and  looked  at  the  dark 
tropical  night  outside ;  an  alien  and  terrible  world 
that  enclosed  the  ring  of  faces  round  the  table,  so 
contentedly  unconscious  of  anything  but  their  own 
affairs. 

He  glanced  at  his  watch.  "  I  can't  wait  for  that 
hundred  up  after  all,  Brown,"  he  said.  "  Good  night," 
and  he  went  out  and  called  a  rickshaw. 

As  the  rickshaw  started  off  he  looked  round  at  the 
Club,  its  bright  lights  blazing  out  against  the  dark 
shadows  of  the  night. 

Through  the  open  doors  he  could  see  the  ring  of 
men  still  sitting  round  the  table,  and  he  could  hear 
their  noisy  laughter.  Behind  was  the  great  river 
flowing  sluggishly  through  the  flat  lands  to  the  sea  ; 
a  crocodile-haunted,  muddy  stream,  and  on  the 
further  shore,  black  and  mysterious  in  the  light  of  the 
moon,  was  the  impenetrable  primeval  jungle. 

"  There  sits  England  and  the  twentieth  century  in 
the  midst  of  the  Arabian  Nights,"  thought  Darby 
"  Strange  to  go  straight  from  that  circle  to  sit  with 
a  magician  in  his  house  not  five  hundred  yards  away." 

The  rickshaw  ran  into  the  town,  past  Chinese. 
Hindoo,  and  Malay  shops,  but  principally  Chinese. 
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Some  of  these  were  well  lighted,  in  others  one  wondered 
how  the  buyer  could  see  what  he  wanted  or  the  vendor 
lay  his  hands  on  the  article  needed.  A  few  had  great 
Chinese  lanterns,  with  Chinese  characters  painted  on 
them,  swinging  high  above  the  doorway.  There  were 
stalls,  too,  lit  with  oil  flares,  and  the  streets  were 
thronged  with  Chinese,  Malays,  Hindoos,  and  Javanese. 

The  rickshaw  puller  was  continually  shouting  to 
clear  a  way  for  himself,  and  collision  was  constantly 
appearing  to  be  inevitable  and  yet  was  always  averted 

Darby  soon  passed  through  these  streets  into  a 
dark  unlighted  quarter,  where  the  houses  were  far 
apart,  and  at  length  the  coolie  pulled  up  by  a  dark 
patch  of  ground,  that  would  have  seemed  uninhabitable 
but  for  a  glimmer  of  light  that  showed  about  fifty 
yards  from  the  road. 

Darby  got  out,  and  after  a  few  moments  found  the 
trail  that  led  through  the  rank  grass  to  the  house. 
He  told  the  rickshaw  coolie  to  wait,  and  went  search- 
ingly  up  the  trail,  striking  at  the  grass  in  front  of  him 
with  his  cane,  to  scare  away  possible  snakes.  Arriving 
at  the  house,  which  was  built  on  posts,  at  a  height 
of  five  feet  from  the  ground,  as  are  all  Malay  houses, 
he  went  up  the  steps  and  knocked  at  the  door. 

"  Who  is  it  ?  "   came  a  voice  from  within. 

"  Tuan  Darby,"  answered  Darby. 

The  door  was  opened  by  old  Ahmat.  "  Tuan  Darby !  " 
he  said.  "  What  is  the  news,  tuan  ?  " 

"  The  news  is  good,"  said  Darby,  entering. 

Dheela  poked  her  head  in  from  the  other  room  to 
see  who  it  was  and  then  hurried  forward,  bringing  the 
one  cane  chair  they  possessed  for  Darby's  use.  The 
only  light  was,  as  usual,  the  little  lamp  without  a 
glass,  that  smoked  and  flickered  on  the  floor. 
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Darby  took  the  chair  and  sat  down  on  one  side  of 
the  lamp,  while  Ahmat  and  Dheela  squatted  down  on 
the  other.  He  looked  towards  the  inner  door,  but  no 
one  else  appeared. 

"  Is  Sitia  asleep  ?  "   he  asked. 

"  I  should  not  think  so  as  yet,"  said  Ahmat,  and 
Dheela  cackled. 

"  Where  is  she  ?  "  asked  Darby  anxiously. 

"  In  Tuan  McQueen's  house,"  said  Ahmat,  looking 
keenly  at  Darby. 

"  In  Tuan  McQueen's  bungalow  !  "  repeated  Darby 
slowly.  "  Do  you  mean  that  she  has  gone  to  live  with 
him  ?  " 

"  Yes,  tuan." 

Darby  turned  as  if  something  through  the  open 
door  had  attracted  his  notice.  He  knew  the  two  faces 
were  searching  him  to  see  how  he  took  the  news,  but 
he  felt  how  hopeless  it  was  for  him  to  try  and  hide 
anything  from  those  keen  old  eyes.  He  felt  a  sharp  pang 
of  pain,  now  that  it  was  definitely  decided  he  could  see 
no  more  of  Sitia.  His  pain  was  mixed  with  an  unreason- 
ing anger,  for  he  had  never  got  on  with  McQueen. 

"  The  tuan  did  not  take  Sitia  when  he  could  ?  " 
Ahmat  queried. 

"  I  did  not,"  said  Darby,  with  an  inaudible  curse. 

"  And  the  day  having  gone  by,  he  could  not  take 
her  and  retain  his  honour  ?  " 

"  I  could  not,"  Darby  said,  bringing  his  eyes  back 
from  the  door  and  looking  at  the  two  dim  figures 
sitting  cross-legged  on  the  other  side  of  the  smoky  lamp. 

"  The  fruit  is  ripe  for  the  picking.  Would  the  tuan 
let  it  rot  on  the  tree,  as  he  cannot  pick  it  himself  ?"  asked 
Ahmat. 

"  You    are    right,    Ahmat,"    said  Darby.     "  Sitia's 
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happiness  is  all  that  I  should  care  about  when  I  think  oJ 
her  now.  Did  her  heart  seem  light  when  she  left  to-day  ? 
Did  she  think  she  loved  or  would  love  this  tuan  ?  " 

"  Her  heart  seemed  light  as  the  blossom  on  the  cotton 
tree,"  said  Ahmat.  "  She  went  like  a  maid  to  meet  hei 
lover." 

"  Too  quick,  too  quick,"  old  Dheela  croaked. 
"  Ahmat  foresaw  great  happiness  and  then  trouble  to 
come  ;  but  she  said  she  was  ready  to  buy  happiness 
with  pain.  And  she  refused  to  give  him  a  love  potion. 
Ai-ee.  What  will  be  the  end  ?  " 

"  Quick  joy,  long  pain, 
You  will  take  your  love  again," 

Darby  said  to  himself,  thinking  of  Torfrida's  old  Lap- 
land nurse.  "  The  end  is  in  the  hands  of  Allah,"  he 
said  aloud  ;  "  is  it  not  your  own  faith  ?  " 

"  True,  true,"  said  Ahmat ;  "  but  there  is  no  reason 
why  we  should  not  offer  Allah  a  little  help  towards  the 
fashioning  of  that  end,  in  spite  of  what  the  hadjis  say." 

Ahmat  had  no  love  for  the  hadjis,  the  strict  Moham- 
medan priests,  who  looked  upon  pawangs  with  dis- 
favour, calling  them  magicians  as,  indeed,  they  frankly 
were,  and  consorters  with  djinns  such  as  all  true 
Mohammedans  should  rigidly  shun. 

But  the  old  Malay  forest  daemonology  was  too 
strong  to  be  entirely  crushed  out  at  the  time  of  the 
Mohammedan  conversion,  and  the  consequence  is 
that,  though  true  followers  of  the  Prophet,  the  Malays 
still  retain  their  pawangs  and  their  belief  in  the  count- 
less spirits  that  infest  their  jungles  and  mountains. 

"  What  does  the  tuan  Darby  think  of  this  tuan 
McQueen  ?  "  asked  Ahmat.  "  Will  he  be  a  true  man 
to  her,  do  you  suppose  ?  " 

"  When  you  foresaw  her  future,  doubtless  the  spirits 
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informed  you  as  to  that,"  said  Darby  drily.  He  did 
not  care  to  discuss  another  European  unfavourably 
with  a  native.  He  did  not  know  anything  against 
McQueen,  but  he  felt  certain  that  he  could  not  really 
appreciate  a  girl  like  Sitia.  Probably,  he  told  himself 
with  a  dry  smile,  he  would  feel  that  of  any  man  whom 
Sitia  had  taken  as  a  lover. 

"  The  night  grows  and  I  must  depart,"  he  said, 
rising.  "  Should  you  see  Sitia,  tell  her  I  wish  her  all 
joy  and  happiness." 

"  And  she  will  believe  it,"  said  old  Ahmat,  getting 
up  also.  "  Since  the  day  you  saw  her,  you  have 
protected  her  as  a  father,  though  you  wished  to  have 
been  her  lover."  And  he  bent  and  gave  him  the  rare 
salutation  of  clasping  his  knee  with  both  hands. 

Darby  got  home  at  nine  o'clock  in  a  depressed  and 
irritable  humour.  He  went  slowly  up  the  verandah 
stairs  and  into  the  empty  sitting-room,  where  the 
table  was  laid  for  one.  Going  into  the  darkness  of  the 
bedroom,  he  stumbled  over  a  pair  of  trousers  on  the 
floor,  which  his  boy  had  neglected  to  fold  up.  He  lit 
the  lamp,  changed  into  a  sarong  and  baju  for  coolness, 
and  looked  for  his  slippers  but  could  find  nothing  but 
boots.  The  superfluity  of  boots  just  because  he  did 
not  want  them  was  miraculous.  There  were  boots 
everywhere,  even  on  the  chairs.  His  shout  for  the 
boy  changed  into  a  yell  as  he  tripped  over  a  cunningly 
ambushed  boot  and  barked  his  bare  toe  against  the  bed- 
stead. At  last  with  the  aid  of  the  boy,  eloquent  in  excuse 
and  protestation,  the  slippers  were  found,  and  after 
whiskey  and  bitters  life  seemed  slightly  more  tolerable. 

But  dinner  was  a  bore  as  usual,  to  be  hurried 
through  as  quickly  as  possible.  He  tried  to  prop 
Roderick  Random  in  front  of  him  for  company,  but 
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it  insisted  on  sliding  down  and  got  a  splash  of  gravy 
on  it,  and  it  was  a  favourite  copy.  So  he  abandoned 
the  attempt  and  bolted  his  food,  to  retire  the  quicker 
to  the  mosquito  room  on  the  verandah.  There,  with 
a  pipe  in  his  mouth,  a  book  on  his  knee,  and  whiskey 
and  soda  beside  him,  he  looked  out  into  the  blank 
darkness  of  the  cocoanut  trees  and  the  deeper  black 
of  the  rubber  beyond.  Coolly  as  he  was  clad,  the 
steamy  air  bathed  his  forehead  with  sweat  and  seemed 
more  oppressive  than  usual.  He  thought  what  a 
beastly  climate  it  was,  and  what  fools  people  were  ever 
to  have  imagined  that  it  was  fit  for  human  beings  to  live 
in  something  worse  than  the  worst  hot-house  in  Kew 
Gardens.  Trying  to  breathe  was  like  swallowing  warm 
wet  blankets  or  stewing  cotton-wool. 

He  did  not  seem  able  to  make  sense  of  what  he 
read.  He  did  not  want  to  read  at  all.  He  wanted  to 
be  listening  to  Sitia's  low  musical  voice.  If  she  were 
on  the  verandah  with  him,  telling  him  old  tales  ! 
He  was  sure  she  could  tell  stories  well.  How  quietly 
and  with  what  a  regal  air  she  would  move  about  his 
bungalow,  bringing  him  what  he  wanted — his  slave, 
she  had  said.  No,  but  his  queen.  Still,  a  combination 
of  the  two  was  not  unpleasing.  He  smiled  as  he 
turned  wearily  in  his  chair,  putting  his  hand  to  his  hot 
forehead.  He  felt  wretchedly  feeble  and  out  of  sorts. 
Touch  of  fever  again  of  course,  but  it  was  hard  to 
realise  that  that  was  why  the  world  seemed  so  dreary. 
No,  that  wasn't  why.  It  was  because  he  had  missed 
a  good  thing  again  and  knew  it. 

He  went  in,  dosed  himself  with  quinine,  and  flung 
himself  on  the  bed,  tossing  off  the  sheet  that  covered 
him.  There,  at  last,  a  restless,  irritable  sleep  came 
to  worry  him  with  dreams  of  Sitia  and  McQueen 


CHAPTER  V 

THE   MAN   WHO   TOOK    IT 

SITIA,  in  her  rickshaw,  turned  in  at  McQueen's 
gate  at  about  half-past  four.  McQueen  was 
sitting  on  his  verandah  having  tea.  He  had 
been  in  a  fever  of  impatience  all  day,  expecting  her. 
When  he  came  in  the  second  time  from  the  field  and 
had  not  found  her  awaiting  him,  his  temper  was  such 
as  to  make  his  boy  avoid  him.  When  he  saw  her  at 
last  coming  up  the  drive,  he  jumped  up,  all  his  ill- 
temper  changed  to  a  wave  of  expectant  pleasure. 

He  stood  at  the  top  of  the  stairs  and  called,  "  At 
last,  Sitia  !  I  thought  you  were  never  coming." 

Sitia  looked  up  at  him  as  he  stood  on  the  verandah, 
a  handsome,  smiling  figure.  Anxious  to  be  pleased, 
she  felt  a  thrill  of  joy  at  the  pleasure  in  his  face,  and 
she  laughed  and  waved  her  hand. 

The  rickshaw  drew  up  under  the  verandah  and  Sitia 
came  quickly  up  the  stairs.  As  she  mounted  the  top 
step,  McQueen  stepped  back  a  pace  and  then  held  out 
his  arms  wide. 

Sitia  hesitated,  then  she  dropped  her  bundle,  and 
running  quickly  to  him,  threw  herself  on  his  breast, 
as  he  closed  his  arms  around  her.  Again  he  gave  her 
that  lingering  kiss  on  her  lips  that  she  had  dreamed 
of  ever  since  she  had  first  received  it.  But  this  time 
there  was  no  need  to  tilt  up  her  chin  with  his  finger ; 
her  lips  sought  his. 

She  dropped  her  head  on  his  shoulder  and  drew  a 
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deep  breath.  All  doubts,  all  undefined  fears,  all  her 
father's  prognostications  of  the  night  before,  were 
forgotten.  She  was  just  a  very  happy  child,  living  in 
the  present. 

The  Chinese  rickshaw  coolie  came  grunting  up  the 
stairs  with  a  sewing-machine  case.  McQueen  released 
one  arm  and  turned,  still,  however,  supporting  Sitia  in 
his  left. 

"  My  word,"  he  said,  "  a  sewing  machine  !  What  a 
clever  little  woman  it  is.  Are  you  going  to  mend  my 
clothes  ?  " 

'  Yes,  tuan,"  she  said,  leaning  back  on  his  arm 
and  smiling  up  at  him,  "  and  make  your  bajus  and 
your  singlets  and  all  that  you  want.  I  am  very  clever. 
You  shall  see." 

"  Here,  John,"  said  McQueen  to  the  Chinaman  and 
giving  him  double  fare,  "  here's  a  dollar  for  you 
for  bringing  good  luck.  Go." 

The  coolie  went  and  McQueen  shouted  to  the  boy 
to  bring  another  cup  and  saucer. 

"  Bring  a  chair  up,  Sitia,  and  sit  there,  and  I'll  sit 
here.  You  don't  want  to  sit  on  the  floor,  do  you  ?  " 

"  No.  I  am  a  tuan's  girl  now  and  drink  tea  with 
him  ;  it  is  an  honour,"  she  said  gravely.  "  Shall  I 
pour  out  your  tea — like  a  mem  ?  "  and  the  important 
air  vanished  in  a  pretty  peel  of  laughter. 

McQueen  was  enchanted.  This  was  another  Sitia. 
And,  indeed,  it  was  rare  for  her  to  be  so  unrestrainedly 
light-hearted  and  care-free.  She  had  absolutely 
abandoned  herself  to  the  happiness  of  the  moment. 

"Ah,  my  tea  will  be  the  sweeter  for  being  poured 
out  by  you,"  he  said.  "  Why  did  you  not  come 
earlier,  Sitia  ?  I  was  nearly  mad  ;  expecting  you  and 
expecting  you  and  thought  you  would  never  appear." 


70  THE  MAGICIAN'S  DAUGHTER 

"  Withdraw  from  a  man  a  little  and  his  desire  will 
be  the  greater,"  said  Sitia,  smiling  at  him  provokingly 
over  her  cup. 

"  You  little  minx  !  I  believe  you  did  it  on  purpose," 
and  he  reached  over  and  pinched  her  ear. 

"  And  is  not  the  fulfilment  the  sweeter  for  the 
waiting  ?  "  asked  Sitia. 

"  By  Allah,  it  is,"  said  McQueen,  and  he  leant  back 
in  his  chair  and  looked  at  her  as  if  he  could  hardly 
realise  she  was  sitting  there  in  his  bungalow  presiding 
over  his  tea-table. 

"  Now,  tuan,"  she  said,  tea  being  finished,  "  let 
us  talk."  She  got  up  on  to  an  ottoman  and  sat  cross- 
legged  against  the  wall. 

McQueen  seated  himself  beside  her  with  his  arm 
round  her. 

"  Talk,"  he  said,  "  I  should  think  so.  Shall  we 
ever  want  to  stop,  my  darling  ?  " 

"  No  ;  cease  now,"  she  said,  though  she  paused  long 
enough  to  return  the  kiss  he  gave  her.  "  Can  we 
always  be  making  love  play  ?  There  are  matters  I 
would  arrange." 

"  Chee  !  I  see  a  wrinkle  in  your  forehead  !  "  said 
McQueen,  in  pretended  consternation.  "  Smile,  Sitia. 
Smile  and  rub  it  out." 

She  laughed ;  a  low  musical  laugh  of  sheer  amusement. 

"  Why,  you  are  like  my  little  brother  Awang  when 
he  is  a  little  naughty  and  is  afraid  I  shall  be  angry 
with  him,"  she  said.  "  Now  listen.  When  I  came 
here  yesterday  I  went  first  to  the  back  and  saw  Moo- 
toosamy." 

"  Then  is  Mootoosamy  thrice  blessed,"  said  McQueen. 

"  He  did  not  seem  to  think  so,"  said  Sitia,  smiling, 
as  she  remembered  how  she  had  frightened  him.  "  I 
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also  saw  the  cook,  though  I  did  not  speak  to  him. 
And  I  kept  my  eyes  open." 

"  And  what  did  you  see  ?  " 

"  I  saw  that  the  tuan  was  being  ill-served.  That 
the  kitchen  was  dirty.  Even  this  place  is  ill-kept. 
Look  at  those  cobwebs  on  the  lattice-work  and  the 
mason-wasp's  nest  in  the  corner." 

"  I'll  wring  Mootoo's  neck  for  that.  I  never  noticed 
it." 

"  No,  you  come  in  tired  and  cannot  notice 
these  things.  A  woman  does.  Leave  Mootoo  to  me. 
Do  you  know,  tuan,  that  the  cook  has  fowls  in  a  box, 
kept  just  above  your  food  stores." 

"  Damn  his  black  hide,"  swore  McQueen,  starting  up. 

"  Stay,"  said  Sitia,  putting  her  hand  on  his  arm. 
"  If  the  tuan  never  examines,  then  will  the  servants 
be  careless.  Who  can  blame  them,  who  care  nothing 
for  dirt  ?  But  see  ;  let  me  be  your  cook.  I  know 
how  tuans  like  their  food  cooked.  When  I  was  little, 
I  helped  my  friend  in  a  Dutch  tuan's  house  in  Sumatra. 
I  will  not  have  enough  to  do,  and  my  heart  will  be 
happy  preparing  the  tuan's  meals  with  all  my  skill." 

"  I'll  turn  him  out  to-morrow,  the  filthy  brute," 
said  McQueen. 

"  Nay,  he  must  go  this  instant  if  either  of  them  are 
listening,"  said  Sitia,  in  a  low  voice.  "  Stay  a 
moment,"  and  she  went  quickly  across  the  inner 
room,  her  bare  feet  making  no  sound,  and  looked 
round  the  curtain  to  the  back  of  the  house.  The  cook 
was  in  the  kitchen  and  Mootoosamy  had  fallen  asleep 
just  outside. 

"  They  are  out  of  hearing,  so  he  can  stay  till  to- 
morrow," she  said,  as  she  returned  and  climbed  up 
on  to  the  ottoman  again. 
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"  Why,  what  could  he  do  if  he  did  hear  ?  "  asked 
McQueen.  "  If  the  pig  dared  to  say  a  word  I'd  kick 
him  from  here  to  the  kitchen,  and  he  knows  it." 

"  You  are  an  Orang  Put  eh  and  very  strong,"  said 
Sitia,  "  but  you  are  in  the  cook's  power  every  time 
you  eat  a  meal.  And  now,  tuan,"  she  went  on,  slipping 
her  arm  round  his  neck  with  a  pretty,  coaxing  manner, 
"  when  the  cook  goes,  can  I  have  his  room  all  to 
myself  ?  " 

"  What  do  you  want  a  room  all  to  yourself  f or  ?  " 
asked  McQueen,  smiling  at  her.  "  Are  you  so  big  a 
person  that  my  room  will  not  be  large  enough  for  you 
as  well  as  myself  ?  " 

"  Ah,  tuan,  but  I  want  that  little  room  next  to  the 
kitchen,  so  that  I  can  receive  my  friends  in  it  if  they 
come  to  see  me,  and  can  lock  the  door,  so  that  Mootoo 
cannot  pry  into  my  box,  to  see  what  I  have  got.  You 
will  let  me  have  it — no  ?  " 

"  You  shall  have  it.  Could  I  refuse  you  anything  ? 
I  see  you  have  had  my  ring  made  to  fit  your  finger. 
You  shall  have  more  pretty  things,  Sitia,  fit  for  my 
princess  to  wear.  But  come,  I  want  to  bathe  and  get 
into  a  sarong,  and  then  we  will  sit  out  here  and  watch 
the  flying-foxes  going  home  to  roost,  and  the  moon  rise 
over  the  river." 

McQueen  went  into  his  room  shouting  to  Mootoosamy 
for  his  shaving  water,  and  Sitia  followed  him,  greatly 
interested  in  what  were  to  her  the  luxuries  of  a  tuan's 
house. 

The  first  thing  that  attracted  her  attention  was  an 
almirah  with  a  full-length  looking-glass  set  in  the 
door.  She  walked  up  to  it  and  stood  looking  at  herself 
for  some  time,  much  pleased  at  being  able  to  see  the 
whole  of  her  beautiful  figure,  instead  of  just  her  face, 
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distorted  in  the  cheap  mirrors  to  which  she  was 
accustomed. 

She  was  frankly  pleased  with  her  appearance  and 
complacently  smoothed  back  her  hair  with  the 
palm  of  her  hand. 

"  See  !  my  hair  has  waves  in  it  like  a  mem's,  tuan  !  " 
she  said,  standing  back  a  little  to  see  the  effect.  "  Nor 
is  it  quite  black  like  the  hair  of  my  people,"  and  she 
turned  herself,  looking  back  over  her  shoulder  at  her 
reflection. 

"  What  a  vain  little  girl,"  said  McQueen,  laughing, 
pulling  off  his  second  boot.  "  Let's  see  it  down." 

He  stepped  over  to  her  and  pulled  out  the  pins,  and 
her  hair  fell  down  to  below  her  knees. 

"  By  Allah  !  what  hair  !  "  he  said  ;  "and  it 
ripples.  Everything  about  you  is  perfect.  You  are 
beautiful,  Sitia,"  and  he  put  his  arm  round  her  waist 
and  the  pair  looked  at  themselves  in  the  glass. 

He  had  pulled  off  his  singlet  preparatory  to  going 
down  to  bathe  and  was  standing  with  only  his  khaki 
trousers  on,  strapped  round  with  a  leather  belt.  He 
was  splendidly  built,  and  Sitia  was  pleased  at  the 
picture  they  both  made. 

"  Yes,"  she  said  naively,  "  I  am  beautiful.  And  so 
are  you.  Yes,  we  make  a  good  pair.  No  ?  " 

"  We  do,"  he  said,  laughing  and  pinching  her 
cheek.  He  was  thinking  how  like  a  child  she  was  in 
her  absolute  lack  of  self -consciousness.  He  turned 
and  went  down  to  the  bathroom,  which  was  below  his 
room  on  the  ground. 

Mootoosamy  came  in  with  his  master's  shaving 
water.  He  looked  deprecatingly  at  Sitia,  but  she  was 
quite  willing  to  be  good-humoured  towards  him  unless 
he  should  forget  himself. 
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"  You  going  to  be  the  tuan's  woman  now  ?  "  he 
asked. 

"  Yes,"  said  Sitia,  coiling  up  her  hair. 

"  I  am  a  very  good  boy,"  said  Mootoosamy.  "  No 
tuan  round  here  can  get  a  boy  like  me.  All  the  tuans 
would  like  to  get  me  ;  I  know  so  much  of  what  tuans 
want.  Big  money  they  offer  me  to  come  ;  but  I  say 
'  no,  I  am  Tuan  McQueen's  boy.'  I  will  never  leave 
him.  He  would  be  very  sad.  I  will  wait  on  you  too. 
Do  not  be  angry  at  what  I  said  yesterday.  It  was 
a  jest." 

"It  is  forgotten,"  said  Sitia,  secretly  amused  at 
the  squirming  Mootoosamy.  "It  is  well,  however, 
to  be  careful  how  one  jests.  Now  show  me  where  the 
tuan  keeps  his  clothes." 

He  showed  her,  and  she  examined  them  with  great 
interest.  Then  the  large  bedstead  in  a  mosquito-room 
of  its  own  attracted  her  and  she  went  in  and  inspected 
it.  She  felt  the  horse-hair  mattress. 

"  A  grass  mat  on  the  boards  is  more  comfortable," 
she  murmured  ;  "  but  it  is  the  tuan's  custom.  Then 
a  sheet.  No — two  sheets  !  And  the  pillows  !  Well, 
the  Sultan  would  not  ask  for  more.  Tuan,"  she  said 
as  McQueen  came  up  from  bathing,  "  a  sheet  is  not 
enough  in  the  cold  of  the  early  morning." 

"  It's  quite  enough  for  me  I  "  said  McQueen  ; 
"  but  if  you  want  more,  there's  a  railway  rug  you  can 
have,"  and  he  got  it  out  for  her. 

She  was  delighted  with  it,  then  desiring  to  bathe, 
she  disappeared  below,  taking  with  her  the  silk  sarong 
Darby  had  given  her,  to  change  into. 

"  That's  a  very  good  sarong,"  said  McQueen  approv- 
ingly, when  she  appeared  again  fresh  from  the  bath. 
"  Where  did  you  get  it  ?  " 
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"  Tuan  Darby  gave  it  to  me,"  said  Sitia,  taking  a 
brush  and  comb  out  of  her  tin  box. 

"  Tuan  Darby  !  "  said  McQueen,  his  voice  harsh 
and  suspicious.  "  What  does  he  know  of  you  ?  " 

"  I  worked  for  him,"  she  said  shortly. 

"  He  let  you  work  on  the  estate  after  he  had  seen 
you  !  Was  he  blind  ?  " 

"  He  could  not  take  me  after  I  had  worked  for  him. 
He  had  given  his  big  tuan  his  word  not  to." 

"  The  damned  idiot !  "  said  McQueen  in  English, 
and  went  on  in  Malay  :  "  You  will  not  appear  before 
me  in  that  sarong  again." 

For  the  first  time  that  day  his  voice  jarred  ;  but  as 
she  looked  at  him,  uncertain  and  half  frightened,  he 
smiled  at  her  and  said  :  "  I  do  not  want  my  girl  to 
wear  any  gifts  but  mine,"  and  he  pulled  a  beautiful 
silk  sarong  out  of  a  drawer  and  gave  it  her.  His 
smile  had  turned  the  command  into  a  request,  and  a 
loving  one.  Sitia  no  longer  felt  troubled  as  she  busied 
herself  with  her  toilet.  She  put  on  a  tight-fitting 
armless  vest,  and  with  great  care  she  twisted  the  bright- 
coloured  sarong  round  her  waist  so  that  it  should  fall 
with  the  folds  in  their  proper  places.  Then  she  put 
on  an  orange-coloured  silk  jacket  and  stuck  a  red 
hibiscus  flower  in  her  hair  above  her  ear. 

"  Beautiful,"  said  McQueen,  looking  her  all  over. 
"  By  Jove,  you've  scented  your  hair.  Good  scent  too. 
Thank  Heaven  you  don't  use  cocoanut  oil." 

"  It  is  good  for  the  hair,  tuan,"  she  said ;  "  but  I  would 
not  use  it  in  your  house.  Nor  do  I  like  the  smell  much." 

"  Good.  And  now  come  out  on  the  verandah.  There 
are  few  mosquitoes  here.  See,  I  will  bring  my  banjo 
and  I  will  sing  to  you.  Or  shall  I  sing  to  the  music 
of  the  piano  first  ?  " 
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"  The  piano  ?  "   questioned  Sitia. 

"  Ah  ;  that  is  something  new  to  you.  Come  and  see 
what  you  think  of  it." 

They  went  into  what  might  be  called  the  drawing- 
room,  though  it  served  as  dining-room  as  well.  Beside 
the  verandah  there  were  only  three  rooms  above — the 
dining-room  and  McQueen's  bedroom,  both  very  large, 
and  a  small  spare  bedroom  for  any  chance  visitor. 

McQueen,  now  dressed  in  sarong  and  jacket,  made 
her  comfortable  on  a  couch,  and  opening  the  piano, 
played  a  light  gay  air.  Sitia,  who  had  coiled  herself 
up  among  the  cushions,  sat  up  entranced  at  the 
sound.  How  wonderfully  clever  her  tuan  was,  she 
thought,  as  she  watched  his  fingers  dance  over  the 
keys.  She  had  heard  gramophones  which  at  first  she 
had  considered  magic  locked  up  in  a  box,  but  after- 
wards knew  to  be  ingenious  machines  ;  but  this  mar- 
vellous music  she  felt  was  brought  out  entirely  by  her 
tuan's  skill. 

After  a  while  McQueen  stopped  and  looked  round. 
The  enraptured  look  on  Sitia's  face  pleased  him,  and 
he  asked  her  how  she  liked  it. 

"  Tuan,"  she  said,  with  clasped  hands,  "  when 
I  shut  my  eyes  I  could  see  the  peris  dancing  to  the 
music  of  a  genie.  And  now,  tuan,  sing,  I  pray  you." 

McQueen,  nothing  loth,  sang  "  Annie  Laurie,"  and 
sang  it  beautifully.  When  he  had  finished,  he  turned 
to  her  and  was  surprised  to  see  the  tears  running 
down  her  cheeks.  He  sprang  up  and  came  over  to 
her,  putting  his  arm  round  her  waist. 

"  Why,  Sitia  darling,"  he  said,  "  what  is  the 
matter  ?  Did  it  sound  too  sad  for  you  ?  Let  me  kiss 
those  tears  away."  - 

"  Ah,  tuan,  it  was  just  that  it  was  so  beautiful. 
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Why  have  I  never  heard  anything  that  touches  my 
heart  like  that  before  ?  Does  Allah  reserve  his  choicest 
gifts  for  the  Orang  Puteh  ?  And  if  so,  how  can  he 
hold  them  accursed  as  the  had] is  say?  ^Not  that  I 
believe  those  lying  had] is."  And  she  raised  her  tear- 
stained  face  to  his  as  if  to  search  the  secret  of  his 
power. 

"  The  song  was  too  sad  for  you,  sweetheart.  Shall 
we  come  out  on  the  verandah  and  we  will  sing  there, 
and  when  you  weary  of  my  singing  we  shall  talk  of 
love." 

"  I  should  never  weary  of  your  voice  when  it  is 
raised  in  song,"  Sitia  said,  as  she  got  off  the  ottoman 
and  went  out  to  the  verandah  with  him.  The  moon 
had  risen  over  the  river,  sending  a  path  of  silvery 
light  from  the  further  shore  to  theirs.  A  sampan,  a 
small  junk-shaped  boat,  was  floating  down  with  the 
tide.  In  front  of  them,  the  jungle  stood  out  sharp  and 
black  against  the  fading  orange  of  the  sky,  and  in  the 
deep  silence  they  could  hear  quite  clearly  the  barking 
of  a  black-faced  monkey  somewhere  in  its  depths. 

McQueen,  standing  with  his  arm  round  Sitia,  look- 
ing out  on  the  hushed  and  splendid  beauty  of  the  scene, 
felt  something  almost  like  awe.  It  was  strange  to 
him,  and  he  did  not  understand  it.  All  beauty  was 
now  more  beautiful  because  of  the  girl  at  his  side. 
For  one  flash  he  saw  what  life  could  be,  and  love,  and 
little  as  he  had  known  or  understood  reverence  till 
that  moment,  his  feeling  then  was  not  far  removed 
from  it. 

Sitia,  still  thrilling  to  the  notes  of  the  song,  and 
unconsciously  affected  by  the  loveliness  of  the  falling 
night,  felt  that  she  was  at  the  gate  of  Paradise  and 
wondered  if  she  would  ever  enter  there. 
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Suddenly  McQueen  broke  into  song. 

"  If  this  be  Vanity  who'd  be  wise? 
If  this  be  Vanity  who'd  be  wise  ? 
If  this  be  Vanity  who'd  be  wise  ? 
Vanity  let  it  be," 

he  sang. ' 

"  Vanity  let  it  be,"  he  said  slowly  and  emphatically, 
looking  down  at  the  girl.  "  Say  that,  Sitia." 

"  Van-i-tee  let— it— be,"  repeated  Sitia.  "  What  is 
that,  tuan  ?  " 

"  This  ;  so  they  say,"  he  said,  giving  and  taking  a 
long  kiss. 

He  arranged  the  cushions  on  the  ottoman  and  they 
sat  long  into  the  night,  while  the  moon  rose  higher 
and  higher,  the  stars  flashed  out  in  their  myriads,  and 
the  fireflies  danced  in  a  tree  near  by,  lighting  every 
leaf  with  a  flickering  light. 

Sitia  felt  as  if  she  could  have  sat  there  for  ever,  but 
at  last  Mootoosamy  being  urged  to  it  by  the  impatient 
cook  came  and  said  it  was  eleven  o'clock  and  would 
the  tuan  have  supper  ? 

"  I  must  go  and  cook  mine,"  said  Sitia. 

"  Ah.  I  could  have  sat  here  till  Doomsday,"  said 
McQueen.  "  Bring  dinner,  Mootoosamy." 

And  they  went  in. 


CHAPTER  VI 
SITIA  TRIES   HER  MAGIC 

THE  next  two  days  were  full  of  delight  and 
busy  pleasure  for  Sitia.  McQueen  had  told 
her  he  would  place  twenty  dollars,  out  of  the 
thirty  a  month  that  he  had  promised  her,  into  the 
savings  bank,  giving  her  ten  dollars  cash.  He  pointed 
out  that  by  doing  this  she  could  have  two  hundred  and 
forty  dollars  at  her  disposal  at  the  end  of  a  year,  or 
four  hundred  and  eighty  dollars  at  the  end  of  two. 
This  impressed  her  enormously  and  she  determined 
not  to  touch  her  account  for  two  years  and  a  month, 
and  then  she  would  have  the  tremendous  sum  of  five 
hundred  dollars  !  Five  hundred  dollars,  together  with 
what  her  parents  had  saved,  would  buy  a  little  kampong 
to  be  closely  planted  with  rubber  in  the  native  fashion, 
mingled  with  banana  and  a  few  betel  palms.  This 
she  would  never  have  thought  of  but  for  her  tuan. 
Truly  there  was  no  one  like  him. 

The  cook  was  disposed  of  as  soon  as  he  came  back 
from  market  in  the  morning,  much  to  his  disgust. 
He  would  have  liked  to  raise  his  voice  in  anathemas 
against  Sitia ;  but  he  was  promptly  silenced  by 
McQueen,  who  paid  him  his  wages  and  turned  him  and 
his  belongings  off  the  place. 

McQueen  having  gone  to  work,  Sitia  took  Mootoo  and 
made  him  show  her  the  stores  and  the  entire  bungalow. 

"  Mootoo,"  she  said,  "  yesterday  you  said  you  were 
a  good  boy,  and  all  the  tuans  sought  to  have  you. 
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How  is  it,  then,  that  you  do  not  keep  your  tuan's  house 
clean  ?  " 

"  I  am  a  very  good  boy,"  protested  Mootoo.  "  I 
was  sick  yesterday.  Head  sick." 

"  This  house  has  not  been  properly  cleaned  for  days," 
said  Sitia. 

"  I  was  head  sick  for  three  days  and  belly  sick  for 
four  days  before  that,"  whined  Mootoo,  standing  on 
one  foot  and  scratching  the  calf  of  one  leg  with  his  toes 
in  his  nervousness. 

"  And  body  tired  before  that,"  Sitia  said  coldly. 
'  You  will  get  a  long  bamboo  and  tie  a  feather  duster 
on  it  and  sweep  all  those  cobwebs  from  the  lattice. 
After  that  you  will  scrub  down  this  verandah  and 
each  room  in  turn,  till  the  house  is  finished.  There  will 
be  no  sleep  in  the  afternoon  for  you  till  it  is  done." 

"  That  is  the  coolie  women's  work  on  Sundays," 
said  Mootoo  sulkily. 

"  Then  why  have  you  not  seen  that  it  was  done  ? 
Now  you  shall  do  it  as  a  punishment." 

"  And  who  are  you  to  give  me  orders  and  punish- 
ments ?  "  blazed  out  Mootoosamy,  in  wrath  at  the 
prospect  of  his  lazy,  easy  life  being  brought  to  an  end. 

"  I  am  the  tuan's  woman,  and  under  him,  mistress 
of  this  house,"  said  Sitia  haughtily.  "  You,  you  black 
cheat  who  have  been  eating  the  tuan's  wages,  shall 
henceforth  obey  my  orders,"  and  she  cast  her  eyes 
compellingly  on  his. 

"  I  will  not.  I  will  go  to  another  tuan.  I  will  leave 
before  the  tuan  returns,"  said  Mootoo,  trying  to  bluster. 

"  I  think  you  will  stay.  I  can  make  use  of  you  and 
you  will  do  my  bidding,"  said  Sitia  quietly. 

Mootoosamy  tried  to  turn,  but  he  could  not.  The 
wretched  little  man  had  no  will  of  his  own  and  fell  an 
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easy  victim  to  Sitia's  hypnotic  power.  He  could  not 
draw  his  eyes  away  and  he  grew  frightened  ;  so 
frightened  that  he  began  to  shiver  and  stood  trembling, 
like  a  bird  fascinated  by  a  snake.  At  last,  when  he 
seemed  to  have  been  gazing  into  two  dark  lakes  for 
ages,  he  heard  her  speak  as  if  from  a  great  distance. 

"  You  will  stay  on  here  and  work  for  me,  for  as  long 
as  I  shall  require  you.  You  shall  no  longer  eat  the 
tuan's  wages.  You  shall  earn  them.  If  I  am  dis- 
pleased with  you  7  shall  beat  you,  and  however  much 
you  may  strive  to  run  away,  you  shall  not  be  able  to 
go.  Is  not  that  so  ?  " 

'  That  is  so,"  stammered  Mootoo. 

"  Then  obey.  I  am  displeased  with  you  now.  You  have 
been  a  dirty,  lazy  servant  to  your  tuan.  And  a  thief ; 
I  saw  three  of  the  tuan's  handkerchiefs  in  your  room.  Go 
now  and  get  one  of  the  tuan's  canes  that  I  may  beat  you." 

Mootoosamy  turned  away,  released  from  her  gaze. 
He  was  dreadfully  frightened  and  felt  as  if  his  soul 
had  been  drawn  out  of  him  by  those  terrible  eyes. 

Nevertheless  what  spirit  he  had  rebelled  against  the 
idea  of  being  caned  by  a  woman,  and  he  kept  repeating 
to  himself,  "  I  will  not  do  it,  I  will  not  do  it,  I  will  run 
away  at  the  back." 

He  stopped  with  a  start.  He  was  standing  before 
a  corner  in  the  tuan's  bedroom,  and  in  the  corner 
leaning  against  the  wall  was  a  thin  long  cane,  with 
the  root  left  at  one  end  as  a  handle. 

He  tried  to  turn,  but  a  mysterious  power  seemed  to 
force  him  to  put  out  his  hand.  Slowly  he  stretched  it 
out,  struggling  with  what  was  left  of  his  feeble  will 
against  the  inward  voice  that  compelled  him.  At 
length  he  grasped  the  cane  and  the  last  feeble  spark 
of  resistance  was  extinguished  with  the  act. 
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He  hurried  with  it  back  to  Sitia,  as  if  he  feared 
severer  punishment  for  being  slow.  She  was  standing 
severe  and  erect,  where  he  had  left  her,  and  he  handed 
it  to  her,  quaking. 

"  Turn  and  stoop,"  she  commanded,  and  he  did  so. 
She  gave  him  half  a  dozen  smart  strokes.  Mootoo 
yelped  loudly  at  each  cut  like  a  whipped  puppy,  but 
did  not  seem  capable  of  moving. 

"  That  is   sufficient,"   said   Sitia   after  the   sixth 
"  I  do  not  think  I  shall  need  to  do  it  again.  Remember 
you  have  been  whipped  by  a  woman  and  that  you  are 
in  future  my  slave,  and  until  I  choose  to  release  you, 
you  have  no  will  but  mine.    Go." 

And  Mootoo  departed  to  the  back,  rubbing  himself 
with  both  hands  and  whimpering. 

Sitia  was  greatly  pleased.  She  had  never  found 
such  an  easy  prey  to  her  hypnotic  power.  The  beat- 
ing was  given  as  much  as  a  test  of  her  power  over 
Mootoo,  as  with  an  idea  of  punishment.  She  felt  she 
had  a  real  slave  to  help  her  in  her  work,  and  one  who 
now  dared  not  cheat.  So  long  as  he  obeyed,  she  would 
be  kind  to  him. 

She  prepared  McQueen's  lunch  for  him  and  put 
flowers  in  the  vase  in  the  centre  of  the  table.  She 
heard  him  whistling  as  he  came  near  the  bungalow 
and  ran  to  mix  his  stingah  for  him  and  was  sitting  on 
the  verandah  with  it  when  he  arrived. 

"  Ah,  my  girl,"  he  said,  with  a  sigh  of  content.  "  No 
shouting  to  Mootoo  for  a  stingah  now,  eh  ?  Hallo,  been 
spring-cleaning  ?  "  as  he  noticed  the  damp  verandah. 

'  Yes,  tuan,"  said  Sitia.     "  I  am  making  Mootoo 
wash  all  the  house.    It  is  very  dirty." 

"  By  gum,"  said  McQueen,  "  then  you  have 
achieved  something.  I  have  to  give  him  the  toe  of 
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my  boot  to  get  him  to  do  anything  as  energetic  as 
that." 

Sitia  hesitated.  She  was  not  sure  whether  McQueen 
would  be  displeased  with  her  for  chastising  Mootoo. 

"  Tuan,  I  told  you  yesterday  I  could  manage  Mootoo." 

"  You  did  ;   and  you  seem  to  be  doing  it." 

"  I  found  that  he  had  been  stealing  from  you,  that 
he  was  dirty  and  lazy.  And  he  refused  to  do  anything 
I  ordered." 

"  But  you  made  him.    How  ?  " 

"  Tuan,  do  not  be  angry.    I  beat  him." 

"  Beat  him  ?  " 

"  Yes,  tuan.    I  beat  him  with  your  rotan." 

"  What !  Ha,  ha,  ha.  I'd  have  given  anything  to  see 
Mootoo  on  the  run  and  you  after  him  with  the  rotan." 

Sitia  was  relieved.    Then  he  was  not  angry. 

"  He  did  not  run ;  he  stood  bent  and  received  the 
stripes  after  having  fetched  the  rotan  for  me,"  she  said. 

"  What !  " 

"It  is  true,  tuan  ;  he  did  not  run  though  he  cried 
out." 

"  And  how  did  you  accomplish  this  ? "  asked 
McQueen,  in  disbelief. 

"  Through  the  power  of  mine  eyes,"  said  Sitia 
shortly,  not  liking  the  incredulous  tone. 

"  Rot  !  Your  eyes  are  beautiful,  but  no  eyes  are 
beautiful  enough  to  make  Mootoo  stand  still  unheld 
while  being  caned." 

"  Then  ask  him,"  said  Sitia. 

McQueen  did.  But  Mootoo,  wriggling  with  shame 
and  fear,  confirmed  all  Sitia  had  said ;  nor  could  he 
explain  why  he  had  submitted. 

"  Now,  Sitia,"  said  McQueen,  after  he  had  dis- 
missed Mootoo,  "  explain  how  you  did  this." 
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"  Tuan,  I  have  power  in  my  eyes.  More  over  some 
people  than  others.  It  is  magic  that  has  descended 
to  me  from  my  father.  Mootoosamy  is  the  easiest 
person  to  bewitch  that  I  have  ever  known.  For  that 
reason,  he  will  be  the  best  of  servants  while  I  am  here." 

"  Good  Lord  !  "  thought  McQueen.  "  This  must 
be  hypnotism,  I  suppose.  See  if  your  eyes  have  this 
magic  power  on  me,  Sitia  ?  "  he  said  aloud. 

"  What !  "  said  she,  in  horror.  "  Work  my  magic 
on  one  I  love  !  Never  would  I  do  it." 

Nor  would  she,  and  McQueen  had  to  give  it  up,  as 
nothing  he  said  would  induce  her.  He  greatly  enjoyed 
the  appetising  meal  she  had  got  ready  for  him  ;  so 
different  from  the  monotonous  meals  of  the  dismissed 
cook.  She  was  beside  him  to  wait  on  him  and  talk  to 
him.  A  meal  was  not  now  something  to  be  gulped 
down  at  the  quickest  rate,  in  order  to  get  away  from 
it,  and  it  was  some  time  before  he  went  upstairs  to 
throw  himself  into  a  long  chair  in  the  verandah. 

After  McQueen  had  gone  back  to  the  field,  Sitia  set 
herself  to  giving  the  late  cook's  room  a  thorough 
cleaning  out.  She  spread  cloth  over  the  plank  bed, 
placed  a  grass  mat  on  the  floor,  and  her  sewing  machine 
in  a  corner.  Then  when  she  had  placed  a  jam-jar  full 
of  great  red  and  yellow  hibiscus  flowers  in  the  room, 
she  paused  with  satisfaction. 

She  strolled  off  to  where  Mootoosamy  was  now 
scrubbing  out  the  big  bedroom.  He  had  worked 
hard  and  had  had  no  rest  or  food  since  his  tragic  inter- 
view with  Sitia ;  but  when  she  came  and  leaned  against 
the  door-post  watching  him,  his  energies  redoubled. 

Sitia  smiled.     "  Are  you  tired  ?  "   she  asked. 

"  I  am  tired,"  said  Mootoo,  and  he  certainly  looked 
limp  and  hot. 
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"  And  you  have  not  eaten  ?  "   said  she. 
'  The  mem  has  given  an  order.    The  order  shall  be 
obeyed.    Who  is  Mootoosamy  that  he  shall  eat  before 
it  is  finished,"  he  said,  glancing  furtively  at  her  face 
for  a  sign  of  approbation. 

Sitia  was  pleased  at  being  called  "  mem,"  but  she 
only  said  calmly  :  "  You  have  but  little  brain,  Mootoo- 
samy. Does  a  bullock  driver  work  his  bullocks  with- 
out food  or  rest,  and  expect  them  to  continue  for 
ever  ?  You  are  frightened  of  me,  therefore  you  do 
foolish  things.  Be  good  and  you  need  not  fear  me. 
I  have  said  you  will  have  no  sleep  in  the  afternoons 
till  this  work  is  done  ;  but  you  have  done  much  and 
well  since — since  I  persuaded  you  this  morning.  Go  ; 
eat,  and  take  an  hour  and  a  half  for  rest." 

That  evening  after  tea,  McQueen  took  her  in  a 
sampan  for  a  row  on  the  river.  The  sampan  coolie 
rowed  them  upstream  till  nearly  sunset,  when  they 
turned  and  drifted  down  again,  with  only  an  occasional 
splash  from  the  oars  to  guide  the  boat. 

McQueen,  who  had  brought  his  banjo,  ceased  playing 
and  singing  as  they  drifted  down  under  the  long 
shadow  of  the  jungle.  The  tops  of  the  rubber  trees 
on  the  further  shore  shone  like  sparks  of  fire  where 
the  light  green  of  the  leaves  caught  the  last  rays  of 
the  setting  sun. 

The  mangrove  and  rengus  trees  choked  the  muddy 
banks  ;  now  and  again  a  free  space  opened  a  little 
way  into  the  dark  jungle,  where  every  inch  of  space 
was  crowded  with  vegetation,  every  plant  fighting  its 
way  up  to  the  light. 

Once  Sitia  pointed  out  two  monkeys  on  a  high  branch 
sitting  with  their  arms  round  each  other's  necks  ;  one 
of  them  uttering  an  intermittent  crooning  cry. 
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"  They  are  like  us,  are  they  not,  tuan  ?  "  she  said, 
with  a  smile. 

But  McQueen  did  not  like  being  compared  with  a 
monkey,  and  he  only  grunted.  Five  minutes  after, 
as  they  glided  in  absolute  silence,  Sitia  touched  his 
arm  and  pointed.  A  great  wild  boar  had  come  down 
to  the  water's  edge  and  was  drinking  as  the  sampan 
floated  round  the  bend. 

Suddenly,  as  they  watched,  there  was  a  swirl  in  the 
water,  and  the  next  moment  the  boar's  nose  and  jaws 
were  fast  in  the  grip  of  a  crocodile's  teeth. 

The  poor  brute  threw  all  his  weight  back  and 
pulled  frantically,  but  there  was  no  firm  hold  for  his 
feet,  and  very  soon  he  was  dragged  in  and  under  the 
water,  denied  even  the  relief  of  a  death  shriek. 

"  By  God ! "  shouted  McQueen,  "  I've  never  seen 
anything  like  that  before.  I  don't  believe  any  other 
fellow  I  know  has  either.  I  wouldn't  have  missed  that 
for  anything,  eh,  Sitia  ?  " 

"  No,"  said  Sitia,  her  eyes  sparkling  with  excite- 
ment. "  It  was  a  great  fight.  But  it  was  a  pity  the 
boar  had  not  firm  ground  for  his  feet ;  he  would  have 
given  us  more  sport." 

"  It's  something  I'll  never  forget,"  said  McQueen. 
"  Not  many  white  men,  or  Malays  either,  I  expect, 
get  such  a  chance." 

"  It  was  a  rare  sight,"  said  Sitia,  calm  again.  "  But 
I  am  sorry  for  the  pig.  I  hate  a  crocodile  as  much  as 
the  monkeys  do,  ever  since  the  crocodile  tried  to  steal 
the  monkey's  heart  " 

"  What  is  that  ?  " 

"  A  tale  I  will  tell  you  another  time.  To-night  on 
the  verandah  if  you  wish.  See,  we  are  near  home 
and  must  cross  the  river." 


CHAPTER  VII 


"  f   I    HJAN,"    said     Sitia     the     next    night    after 

supper,  "  this  night  must  I  be  absent  from 

you  for  about  a  couple   of  hours.      I  will 

wait  awhile  till  the  moon  is  higher  in  the  sky.    Do  not 

be  anxious  about  me." 

"  Why,  what  are  you  going  to  do  ?  " 

"  That,  it  is  best  not  to  say.  It  might  be  unlucky," 
said  Sitia. 

"  Unlucky  !  Why,  what  is  this  mystery  ?  You 
should  have  no  secrets  from  me,  your  tuan.  Why 
can't  you  tell  me  ?  " 

"  It  is  best  not,"  she  repeated  hesitatingly. 

"  Best  not  ?  Humph.  Probably  would  be  best  not  to  tell 
me  if  you're  going  to  meet  a  lover,"  remarked  McQueen. 

Sitia  rose  off  the  edge  of  the  bed,  where  she  had  been 
sitting,  and  looked  down  at  him  as  he  lay  in  a  long  chair. 

"  Do  you  think  that  really  ?  "  she  said,  in  so  icy  a 
tone  that  McQueen,  alarmed  at  the  prospect  of  a 
quarrel,  jumped  up  and  strove  to  placate  her. 

"  Of  course  not,  darling,"  he  said,  trying  to  put  his 
arm  round  her  ;  "it  was  only  in  jest." 

"  Such  a  jest  is  no  jest  to  me,"  said  Sitia,  putting 
his  arm  away  and  stepping  back.  "  I  have  given  all 
of  myself  to  you  ;  all.  Do  you  not  know  it  ?  Can 
you  not  feel  it  ?  " 

McQueen  had  a  hot  temper,  and  it  had  been  roused 
by  her  refusal  to  tell  him  her  plan.  Bat,  rather  to 
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his  surprise,  he  found  all  his  annoyance  slipping  away 
under  her  imploring  gaze.  All  that  he  cared  for  now 
was  to  reassure  that  lovely  anxious  face. 

"  Ah,  darling,  forgive  me,"  he  exclaimed  in  a  voice 
that  startled  himself  by  its  gentleness.  "  I  did  not 
mean  what  I  said.  See,  sit  beside  me  on  the  bed  and 
tell  me  no  more  if  you  wish,  but  tell  me  that  you 
pardon  me,"  and  he  drew  her  down  beside  him. 

"  I  will  tell  you,"  said  Sitia  sadly.  "  You  will  be 
uneasy  till  I  tell  you.  You  do  not  know  yet  how  you 
can  trust  me.  But  before  I  tell  you,  you  must  promise 
me  you  will  not  follow  me,  but  will  wait  here  until  I 
come  back.  Will  you  promise  me  that  ?  " 

"  I  promise  you.  I  swear  by  Allah  I  will  not  follow 
you." 

"  This  is  the  third  night  I  have  been  in  your  house. 
According  to  custom,  I  go  to  bathe  in  the  open  and 
to  pray  Allah  to  forgive  my  leaving  mine  own  people 
and  living  with  a  man  of  another  faith.  I  say  my 
prayers  by  the  water  and  then  enter  and  dip  three 
times.  This  must  be  done  in  the  open  and  yet  no 
human  eye  must  see  me.  If  I  am  seen,  it  is  a  sign 
that  Allah  has  not  listened  to  my  prayer.  Can  you 
not  understand  why  I  was  afraid  to  speak  of  it  even 
to  you  ?  " 

"  Where  do  you  bathe  ?  Not  in  the  river,  Sitia. 
A  crocodile  might  seize  you." 

"  No,  in  the  pool  at  the  back  of  the  rubber,  near 
the  jungle." 

"  It  is  half  a  mile  away,  and  if  there  is  no  tiger 
around  at  present,  there  are  always  black  panthers," 
said  McQueen. 

"  I  will  be  swift  and  cautious.  One  must  risk  money 
to  win  a  prize." 
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McQueen  offered  no  further  objection  and  the  two 
lay  talking  for  another  hour,  when  Sitia  rose. 

She  laid  aside  her  jacket,  and  clad  only  in  her  sarong, 
twisted  under  her  armpits,  she  went  out  into  the  warm 
steamy  night. 

She  struck  a  trail  that  led  her  at  once  into  the 
black  gloom  of  the  rubber  trees,  broken  here  and 
there  with  silver  bars  and  splashes  of  moonlight. 

It  required  a  good  deal  of  courage  for  her  to  make 
this  journey  alone  and  unlit,  save  for  the  light  of  the 
moon.  All  natives  hate  walking  by  themselves  at 
night,  away  from  the  beaten  track,  and  if  they  cannot 
avoid  it,  they  insist  on  carrying  a  light. 

But  a  light  might  attract  some  chance  person,  and 
rather  than  be  seen,  Sitia  would  have  preferred  not 
to  go  at  all.  Her  heart  beat  fast  as  she  knew  she  was 
coming  near  to  the  haunted  tree,  close  by  which  she 
must  pass. 

This  was  a  great  jungle  tree,  which  had  been  left 
standing  when  all  the  rest  of  the  jungle  had  been 
cleared  to  plant  the  rubber.  Probably  the  jungle 
fellers  had  refused  to  cut  it.  It  was  well  known  that 
misfortune  or  death  attended  the  rash  individual  who 
felled,  or  attempted  to  fell,  a  haunted  tree.  His  axe 
would  slip  on  the  wood,  and  guided  by  ghostly  hands 
would  cut  his  leg  nearly  off.  Or  if  he  were  permitted 
to  cut  it  down,  it  would  come  crashing  on  the  top  of 
him,  before  he  could  run  clear,  no  matter  how  skilfully 
he  cut  it  in  order  to  guide  its  fall. 

Sitia  came  within  sight  of  it  and  hurried  along  with 
eyes  bent  on  the  ground,  muttering  invocations  to  the 
spirit  of  the  tree  to  forgive  her  passing  its  habitation 
during  its  chosen  hours  of  revel,  invocations  that  were 
curiously  mingled  with  prayers  to  Allah  for  protection. 
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Once  she  glanced  up  as  she  passed  almost  under 
its  branches.  She  gasped  with  fright  as  she  saw,  or 
thought  she  saw,  lights  moving  far  up  in  its  topmost 
boughs.  It  might  have  been  an  unusually  large 
gathering  of  fire-flies,  who  are  particularly  fond  of 
swarming  round  certain  trees  ;  or  it  might  have  been 
the  moonlight.  Whatever  it  was,  she  hurried  on 
almost  at  a  run,  till  the  tree  and  its  ghostly  inhabi- 
tants were  left  behind. 

At  last  the  path  brought  her  out  from  the  rubber 
trees  to  the  edge  of  a  large  pool,  which  lay  still  and 
glittering  in  the  bright  moonlight. 

The  black  dense  jungle  rose  from  the  further  shore 
and  came  a  little  way  round  the  sides  of  the  pool. 

Sitia  stopped  and  waited  to  recover  breath.  Then 
she  untwisted  the  sarong  from  beneath  her  armpits, 
and  letting  it  fall  to  the  ground,  stepped  down  naked 
to  the  edge  of  the  pool,  and  stood  looking  up  to  the 
brilliant  countless  stars ;  her  arms  stretched  out  and 
down,  slightly  behind  her,  with  the  palms  of  the 
hands  forward. 

"  Oh,  Allah  !  look  down  upon  thy  daughter  this 
night  and  give  her  thy  protection,  and  pardon  her  if 
aught  that  she  hath  done  hath  displeased  thee.  Keep 
all  human  eyes  from  me  until  I  depart  from  hence, 
and  avert  the  evil  omen  ;  for  are  not  all  omens,  good 
or  bad,  but  signals  of  thy  pleasure  or  displeasure  ? 

"  Thou  who  canst  see  into  the  depths  of  my  heart, 
and  can  see  that  I  cannot  submit  myself  to  the  will 
of  the  men  of  mine  own  race,  pardon  me  for  forsaking 
mine  own  people  for  the  love  of  an  alien  and  an  infidel. 
Love,  oh  Allah,  is  what  I  seek,  and  love  I  have  found. 
Let  the  omen  be  propitious,  that  I  may  know  I  have 
thy  will  in  what  I  do." 
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She  knelt  and  bowed  herself  towards  the  East, 
touching  the  ground  with  her  forehead  three  times. 
Then  she  rose  and  waded  into  the  water,  till  it 
reached  her  armpits.  She  stopped  and  looked  round 
anxiously,  as  if  seeking  some  propitiatory  omen  before 
her  final  act,  and  then  dipped  herself  completely 
under  the  water  three  times. 

With  a  feeling  of  relief  that  it  was  over,  she  came 
wading  back,  her  dripping  body  glistening  in  the 
light  of  the  moon  and  making  great  ripples  of  glancing 
silvery  water  round  her. 

As  she  neared  the  shore,  the  water  no  higher  than 
her  ankles,  she  stopped  short  and  placed  both  hands 
to  her  breast.  An  owl  had  suddenly  hooted  from  the 
trees,  and  looking  in  that  direction  she  thought  that 
she  had  seen  something  move  in  the  deep  shadow 
of  the  rubber.  For  a  moment  she  stood  quite  motion- 
less, her  blood  running  chill  in  her  veins  ;  then  she 
walked  slowly  and  deliberately  to  where  she  had  seen 
the  darkness  move. 

As  she  did  so,  something  that  had  human  shape 
rose  out  of  the  indeterminate  shadow  and  came 
towards  her.  It  was  McQueen,  carrying  his  rifle.  He 
came  on  till  he  was  within  a  few  feet  of  her,  and  there 
he  stood,  looking  her  all  over  with  a  cool,  proprietary 
gaze  that  was  half  admiration  and  half  amusement. 

"  By  God,"  he  remarked.  "  It's  worth  while  to 
take  a  night's  walk  to  see  you  bathing  in  the  moon- 
light." 

She  noticed  neither  his  look  nor  his  words. 

"  So,"  she  said,  bending  slightly  forward,  gazing 
into  his  eyes,  "  you  gave  me  your  word.  The  word 
of  an  Orang  Puteh  !  You  gave  it  as  lightly  as  a 
wanton,  and  as  lightly  you  broke  it." 
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McQueen  was  startled  by  the  cold  intensity  of  her 
anger,  but  he  did  not  choose  to  show  it.  "  You  silly 
girl,  you  can't  run  about  by  yourself  on  the  very  edge 
of  the  jungle  at  night  and  expect  me  to  stay  at  home 
feeling  quite  easy  about  you.  A  wild  beast  might 
have  got  you." 

"  I  am  under  the  protection  of  Allah  this  night.  And 
if  he  had  sent  a  tiger  to  destroy  me,  it  would  have 
been  better  than  that  you  should  have  come.  Did  I 
not  tell  you  it  was  the  worst  omen  that  could  befall 
me,  that  any  one  should  overlook  me  this  night  ? 
Have  you  forgotten  ?  " 

"  Oh,  damn  all  these  omens  !  "  he  exclaimed,  in 
sudden  rage.  "  As  a  matter  of  fact,  I  was  considerate 
enough  of  your  silly  superstitions  to  hide  from  you, 
and  you  would  have  never  known  I'd  seen  you  if  it 
hadn't  been  for  that  confounded  bird.  And  then 
what  would  your  omen  have  mattered  ?  You'd  have 
been  perfectly  happy  thinking  Allah  had  blessed 
you.  It  should  just  show  you  what  rubbish  all 
this  is." 

Sitia  nearly  struck  him.  She  made  a  quick  move- 
ment, but  recovered  herself.  "  Rubbish !  Is  all 
rubbish  to  you  that  you  do  not  understand  ?  Is  that 
the  wisdom  of  the  Orang  Puteh  ?  I  prayed  Allah 
to-night  to  send  an  omen  to  show  his  approval  of  our 
union.  He  has  sent  you,  and  the  omen  could  not  be 
worse.  For  will  not  a  man  who  cannot  keep  his  word 
when  I  entreat  him  break  it  again  ?  " 

McQueen  made  a  curious  sound,  rather  like  the 
snarling  cough  of  a  panther. 

"  So  you  don't  like  my  coming  with  my  rifle  to  look 
after  you  ?  Very  well,  then,  I  didn't  come  for  that — 
[  came  simply  because  I  wanted  to  see  you  rise  naked 
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from  the  pool  in  the  moonlight.  And  I  have  not  been 
disappointed." 

Sitia  slipped  passed  him,  and  walking  to  where  her 
sarong  lay,  put  it  on.  Then  loosening  her  dripping 
hair  and  shaking  it  round  her,  she  turned. 

"  Could  you  not  have  seen  me  bathing  in  the  moon- 
light at  any  time  but  this  ?  Could  we  not  have  come 
here  together  ?  But  what  is  the  use  of  more  words. 
It  is  the  hand  of  Allah  and  who  can  resist  his  will  ?  " 
and  she  sat  suddenly  on  the  ground  and,  covering  her 
face  with  her  hands,  broke  into  low  intense  sobbing. 

McQueen's  mocking  hardness  suddenly  fell  from  him. 
He  flung  his  arms  round  her  and  tried  to  comfort  her, 
cursing  himself  and  calling  her  by  every  endearing 
term  he  could  think  of.  But  for  a  long  time  she  took 
no  notice  of  him.  At  last  she  looked  up. 

"  Do  not  blame  yourself  further,  tuan.  Allah 
chose  you  as  his  instrument  to  show  his  disapproval 
of  my  act.  What  was  it  that  you  said  when  we  first 
met  ?  '  For  better  or  for  worse  '  ?  So  be  it.  In  the 
face  of  Allah  will  I  continue,  though  the  punishment 
is  sure  to  come.  For  a  little  while  shall  we  hold  our 
Paradise." 

Her  words  inflamed  him  more  than  he  would  have 
thought  possible.  "  Hold  our  Paradise  ?  My  beauty, 
my  girl,  we  will  hold  it !  What  do  the  gods  matter 
and  their  miserable  punishments  ?  If  they  punish 
us — it  will  be  because  they  are  jealous  of  us,  I  swear. 
In  the  face  of  your  god  and  mine,  we'll  hold  our 
Paradise,  and  laugh  at  them  both." 

He  pressed  kisses  on  her,  but  she  lay  limp  in  his 
arms,  trembling  at  his  words.  His  voice  became  low 
and  gentle.  "• 

"  Give  me  a  kiss,  Sitia,  and  tell  me  you  forgive  me." 
D 
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Sitia  put  her  arm  round  his  neck  and  kissed  him. 

"  I  forgive  you,  tuan,"  she  said  sadly.  "  It  is  the 
will  of  Allah." 

She  rose  and  took  the  trail  home.  McQueen  walked 
beside  her  and  tried  to  get  her  to  talk,  but  she  was 
very  silent.  She  passed  the  haunted  tree  unheedingly, 
and  when  McQueen  made  some  reference  to  it  after 
they  had  passed,  she  merely  replied  :  "  That  also 
is  some  of  our  rubbish,  tuan." 

McQueen  said  nothing  and  they  reached  the  bunga- 
low in  silence.  She  got  into  a  dry  sarong,  and  as  she 
was  brushing  out  her  masses  of  damp  hair  she  suddenly 
said  in  a  low  voice  to  herself :  "  But  Tuan  Darby 
would  have  understood." 

It  was  as  well  McQueen  did  not  hear  her,  but  he  had 
already  lain  down.  When  she  came  in  he  was  asleep. 
Later  on  he  was  awakened  by  feeling  her  shaking 
with  silent  weeping.  He  put  his  arm  round  her,  and 
she  gladly  nestled  to  him  and  fell  asleep  with  her  head 
against  his  shoulder. 


CHAPTER  VIII 

THE   NEWS    IS   GOOD 

ONE  day  a  little  later,  just  after  McQueen  had 
gone  back  to  his  work,  Dheela  with  the 
two  little  girls  drove  up  in  a  rickshaw. 

Sitia  was  much  pleased  at  her  mother's  attention, 
and  also  at  the  chance  of  so  soon  showing  her  the 
glories  of  her  tuan's  bungalow.  "  What  is  the  news, 
mother  ?  "  she  asked,  lifting  out  the  children. 

"  The  news  is  good,"  said  Dheela.  "  I  have  brought 
a  present  for  your  tuan  ;  a  cake  made  after  the  tuan's 
fashion." 

"  I  thank  you  in  the  tuan's  name.  Come  first  and 
rest  in  my  sitting-room  and  have  tea,"  she  said, 
pleased  to  display  the  fact  that  she  had  a  separate  room 
for  visitors. 

"  Wah !  a  room  to  sit  in  for  yourself ! "  said 
Dheela,  impressed. 

"  Those  two  cushions  with  the  silk  covers  the 
tuan  gave  me  yesterday,"  said  Sitia.  "  Will  you  sit 
on  them  ?  No  ?  It  is  too  hot  for  cushions  in  the  day- 
time and  it  is  not  as  cool  as  the  tuan's  verandah. 
Mootoo  !  tell  me  when  the  water  is  boiling." 

The  two  women  seated  themselves  cross-legged  on 
the  mat,  while  Kasrie  and  Theema  went  out  to  investi- 
gate the  place,  though  strictly  forbidden  to  go  upstairs 
into  the  bungalow  till  Sitia  took  them. 

Mootoo  brought  in  the  water  and  Sitia  made  the  tea. 

"  Mootoo,"  she  said,  "  you  may  rest  now.  Go  and 
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lie  over  there  in  the  shade.    I  do  not  want  you  near 
while  we  talk." 

Mootoosamy  salaamed  and  went. 
"  Ai-ee  !  he  salaamed  to  you  !    Is  he  afraid  of  you, 
or  is  he  trying  to  curry  favour  with  the  tuan's  girl  ?  " 

"  He  is  very  much  afraid,"  said  Sitia.  "  I  have  be- 
witched him  wi  th  my  eyes  alone.  Not  a  spell  did  I  utter, ' ' 
and  with  great  pride  she  told  Dheela  the  whole  story. 

As  she  expected,  Dheela  was  greatly  pleased  and 
rocked  to  and  fro  with  shrill  laughter  at  the  picture 
of  Mootoosamy  humbly  taking  his  caning. 

"  You  have  done  well !  You  have  done  very  well. 
You  are  a  daughter  such  as  I  am  proud  to  have  reared. 
Often  you  have  seemed  incomprehensible  to  me,  but 
your  power  is  great  and  I  truly  begin  to  think  you  are 
wiser  than  me,  your  mother.  You  can  wait  and  plan 
for  what  you  want,  and  because  you  seek  more,  you 
will  attain  more. 

"  Your  father  will  be  pleased  when  I  tell  him.  He, 
too,  has  not  met  with  disappointment  of  late.  Have 
you  heard  yet  what  the  coolies  on  Rambutan  are 
telling  each  other  ?  No  ?  Then  listen. 

"  Two  nights  ago,  Gnadio's  new  wife  was  wakened 
by  a  scream  from  her  husband.  She  woke  up  just  in 
time  to  see  a  figure  pass  through  the  door,  and  then 
saw  her  husband  cutting  and  lashing  furiously  at 
something  on  the  floor.  It  was  a  cobra,  and  Gnadio 
died  that  night.  Wait.  Listen. 

"  Yesterday,  Slamat,  coming  back  from  work  in  the 
evening,  saw  a  knot  of  coolies  chattering  round  his 
door.  A  cobra's  head  was  nailed  above  the  door,  and 
a  word  was  scrawled  beneath.  None  knew  how  it 
had  got  there.  Slamat  sought  a  man  who  could  read 
and  asked  him  what  it  was. 
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"'Besok'  (to-morrow),  read  the  man. 

"  Slamat  understood,  and  with  his  wife  fled  that 
night,  leaving  his  wages  behind  him." 

She  cackled  with  pleasant,  wifely  pride,  while  Sitia 
listened  and  nodded  in  grim  approval. 

"  But,"  continued  Dheela,  "  do  not  be  too  hard 
on  this  black  slave  of  yours.     He  fears  you  now 
Work  your  art,  so  that  in  time  he  comes  to  worship 
you  also,  as  a  dog  does  his  master." 

"  I  am  doing  so,"  said  Sitia.  "  I  have  no  wish  to  be 
cruel.  I  even  make  work  to  be  kind  to  my  dog,  and  he 
will  wag  his  tail  when  I  smile  on  him,"  and  she  laughed. 

After  a  while  Sitia  called  to  the  children  and  they 
all  went  up  into  the  bungalow.  The  little  girls  were 
full  of  delight  at  all  the  strange  things  they  saw. 
They  climbed  on  the  ottoman  and  curled  up  in  the 
big  chairs.  The  sideboard,  with  the  shining  array  of 
glasses  and  different  bottles  of  liquor,  attracted  them. 
But  the  greatest  excitement  was  when  Sitia  placed 
them  side  by  side  in  front  of  the  long  looking-glass. 
They  clapped  their  little  hands  and  hopped  with 
delight,  giving  vent  the  while  to  ecstatic  squeals. 

Even  old  Dheela  was  moved  from  her  rather  calcu- 
lating criticism  of  McQueen's  furniture  to  express 
wondering  approval. 

"  Truly  the  tuans'  houses  are  full  of  delights.  Ai-ee  ! 
I,  too,  was  beautiful  once,  and  now,  too  youn£  to  be 
bent,  too  old  to  be  aught  but  ugly." 

She  covered  her  face  with  her  hands.  "  There  is 
naught  but  trouble  and  labour  for  us  women  in  this 
world,"  she  went  on,  "  and  the  hadjis  would  throw 
a  doubt  on  our  chance  of  Paradise  in  the  next." 

Sitia's  comment  was  most  impious.  "  To  hell  with 
the  hadjis,"  said  she,  slipping  her  arm  round  her 
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mother's  neck  and  stroking  her  wrinkled  cheek. 
"  You  have  fulfilled  the  work  that  Allah  has  given  you 
to  do.  Your  beauty  is  as  the  flower  that  has  ripened 
into  the  fruit,  and  after  withering  and  dropping,  the 
seed  will  appear  as  the  flower  again  in  another  life." 

Sitia  had  always  been  inclined  to  think  and  reason 
for  herself,  and  the  last  ten  days  had  caused  her  to 
do  so  a  great  deal  more.  She  had  never  found  it  easy 
before  to  express  her  thoughts  in  words,  even  to  herself  ; 
but  her  new  life  and  surroundings  had  awakened  many 
things  that  had  lain  unknown  in  her,  and  now  in  meet- 
ing her  mother  for  the  first  time  again  after  what 
seemed  a  year  of  new  events,  new  thoughts,  and  new 
ways  of  living,  she  was  eager  to  try  and  put  into 
words  something  of  what  she  felt. 

Her  mother  was  startled. 

"  Sitia,  is  it  well  to  rebel  against  the  hadjis  ?  Re- 
member what  Mahomet  says,  '  Woman ' 

"  There  is  no  God  but  Allah,  and  Mahomet  is  not 
his  prophet,"  said  Sitia,  taking  the  plunge  and  looking 
steadily  at  Dheela,  who  gasped  and  started  back  in 
horror.  "  Listen,  my  mother,  and  tell  not  my  father 
or  any  one  of  this.  Allah  made  man  and  he  made 
woman.  I  do  not  believe  he  gave  woman  her  beauty 
to  be  a  curse  to  her,  but  a  pleasure.  Yet  all  the  fol- 
lowers of  Mahomet's  law  make  it  a  curse  for  her.  She 
is  weak  and  therefore  she  has  to  do  the  heavy  work. 
If  you  and  my  father  journey  together,  does  he  not 
walk  in  front,  while  you  toil  behind,  carrying  the 
burden  ?  It  is  the  custom.  The  woman  is  a  slave, 
and  the  more  so  if  she  is  beautiful. 

"  But  see  thus,  those  that  follow  the  prophet  Christ 
and  his  teachings ;  him  that  they  falsely  call  God.  Not 
that  I  esteem  what  I  have  heard  of  his  teachings. 
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Forgiving  of  sins  and  love  towards  one's  enemies  ! 
There  is  no  forgiving.  What  one  does,  one  pays  for, 
as  those  who  keep  their  eyes  open  may  see  for  them- 
selves. Love  towards  one's  enemies  is  child's  talk 
But  love " 

She  paused  and  held  her  breath,  then  suddenly  left 
what  she  was  going  to  say,  and  began  again. 

"  They  treat  their  women  as  queens.  They  marry 
because  they  love,  not  because  they  desire  slaves  or 
beautiful  toys.  The  tuans  work  hard  in  a  land  foreign 
to  them  that  their  mems  may  sit  in  soft  places  and 
buy  lovely  dresses  and  much  jewellery. 

"  Stand  outside  their  house  of  meeting,  that  they  call 
'  club,'  see  a  tuan  give  his  hand  that  the  mem  may  step 
more  easily  from  her  rickshaw.  What  Malay  would  do 
that  ?  Do  they  ever  question  that  women  should  enter 
Heaven  ?  A  woman  is  their  Queen  of  Heaven  and  the 
Mother  of  their  God.  Oh,  my  mother — is  it  all  folly 
that  the  Christians  teach  ?  and  if  it  is  folly,  then  is  it 
not  a  greater  folly  to  be  wise  ?  " 

Dheela  had  listened  with  the  most  conflicting 
emotions.  Her  reason  and  desire  made  her  approve 
of  Sitia's  arguments,  startling  and  novel  as  they  were, 
but  training  and  hereditary  instincts  made  her  feel 
frightened  of  them. 

'  You  were  always  a  strange  girl,"  she  said,  "  and 
full  of  dark  sayings,  but  never  have  I  heard  anything 
like  to  this.  Would  you  reject  the  faith  of  your 
people  ?  Would  you  wish  to  die  in  the  tuan's  house 
and  be  buried  like  a  dog,  your  people  refusing  to 
touch  you  ?  Do  you  tell  me,  Dheela,  that  Mahomet  is 
a  false  prophet  ?  By  Allah,  if  you  were  in  your  father's 
house  he  should  tie  you  up  and  I  should  flog  it  out  of 
you." 
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The  old  woman's  voice  was  shrill  with  fear  more  than 
anger,  and  fear  is  always  cruel.  Sitia  saw  that  she  had 
gone  too  far. 

"  Mother,"  she  said,  "  I  sought  to  comfort  you  and 
to  make  you  think  that  there  is  a  better  lot  for  us 
women  than  the  hadjis  would  give  us.  I  do  not 
reject  the  faith.  Pardon  me  if  I  made  you  think  so," 
and  she  caressed  her  softly. 

"  You  think  too  much  for  yourself,  and  you  said 
Mahomet  was  not  the  prophet  of  Allah,"  grumbled 
the  old  woman,  though  mollified.  "  I  will  not  tell 
your  father,  he  would  surely  beat  you  when  you  came 
home,  but  such  thoughts  are  dangerous.  Beware  of 
them.  Now  we  must  go.  Your  tuan  will  soon  return. 
Where  are  those  children  ?  Theema  !  Kasrie  !  " 

The  children  having  been  made  happy  with  a  few 
cents  to  buy  sweets,  were  placed  in  the  rickshaw. 
Dheela  got  in.  "  Be  happy  with  your  tuan,  Sitia," 
she  said,  "  and  think  no  more  of  rebelling  against  the 
hadjis.--  Slamat  liah  !  " 

And  they  drove  off,  the  old  woman  muttering  to 
herself,  "  But  if  it  were  only  true  1 " 


CHAPTER  IX 

ENTER  THE   TIGER 

MCQUEEN  hardly  knew  himself  these  days, 
nor  did  he  wish  to.  He  had  never  denied 
himself  any  pleasures  he  could  get,  but  he 
had  never  before  known  happiness,  and  now  he 
wondered  that  he  could  have  lived  so  long  without  it. 
How  easy  it  was  too,  and  how  simple  !  A  Malay  girl 
had  walked  on  to  his  verandah  with  sarongs  for  sale, 
and  since  then  everything  had  been  different.  Just 
because  he  was  in  love  of  course.  He  laughed  at 
himself,  but  he  realised  now  that  there  were  some 
things  that  he  had  underrated. 

He  had  almost  deserted  the  Club,  and  spent  his 
evenings  at  home  with  Sitia ;  either  on  the  verandah 
or  in  a  sampan  on  the  river.  Sometimes  he  would 
stroll  out  with  his  gun  on  the  chance  of  getting  a 
pigeon,  Sitia  walking  at  his  right  hand.  This  gave  her 
a  peculiar  pleasure,  as  she  would  compare  herself  with 
the  Malay  women  who  had  to  follow  at  their  husbands' 
heels  like  dogs. 

On  one  of  these  occasions  they  came  to  the  pool  at 
the  edge  of  the  jungle,  the  pool  that  Sitia  had  named, 
but  only  in  her  thoughts,  "  the  pool  of  rejection." 

They  had  bathed  together  on  several  moonlight 
nights  ;  but  Sitia  had  always  a  secret  repugnance  to 
going  there,  though  she  never  showed  it  when  McQueen 
desired  it. 

There  was  little  that  he  requested  her  to  do  that 
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she  would  not  have  done.  She  felt  his  love  for  her  and 
rejoiced  in  it  in  a  reckless  abandon  ;  determined  to 
enjoy  the  uttermost  sweetness  of  it,  before  the  punish- 
ment fell  that  she  was  sure  was  inevitable. 

They  paused  by  the  edge  of  the  jungle,  and  McQueen 
turning,  caught  the  anxious  expression  in  her  eyes 
as  she  looked  upon  the  water. 

"  Does  the  memory  of  that  night  when  I  angered 
you  still  weigh  heavy  on  your  mind,  Sitia  ?  " 

"No,  tuan.no.  I  have  put  it  from  me.  But  the  sight 
of  the  place  reminds  me  of  my  prayer  and  its  rejection, 
and  that  some  time  these  days  of  Paradise  must  end." 

"  That  day  is  very  far  off,  Sitia,  and  it  will  be  a 
mighty  power  that  can  part  you  and  me." 

"  Allah  has  the  power,"  said  Sitia. 

"  Allah  !    Let  him  !  "  said  McQueen  lightly. 

"  And  death,  tuan.    Ah-h  !  " 

She  shrank  back  as,  not  thirty  feet  away,  the  head 
and  shoulders  of  a  mighty  tiger  rose  above  a  tangle  of 
creepers  and  brush,  in  which  it  had  been  lying.  The 
brute  had  been  sleeping  all  the  day  and  the  sound  of 
their  voices  in  the  hush  of  the  evening  had  aroused  him. 

McQueen  had  only  his  shot-gun  loaded  with  No.  6 
bird  shot. 

"  Be  still  as  a  stone,"  he  said,  in  a  low  voice,  keeping 
his  eyes  fixed  on  the  beast ;  "  try  the  magic  of  your 
eyes  on  him." 

The  two  stood  without  a  movement,  with  their 
eyes  fixed  on  those  of  the  animal. 

It  was  the  time  for  his  evening  meal  and  he  was 
hungry ;  but  he  was  suspicious  of  the  two  silent 
figures  and  grew  uneasy  under  their  fixed  stare.  At 
last,  giving  vent  to  his  feelings  in  a  querulous  miaul, 
he  turned  and  bounded  into  the  jungle,  and  they  could 
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hear  him  crashing  through  the  undergrowth  as  he 
went  off. 

"  Powers  above  !  "  said  McQueen,  wiping  his  brow  ; 
"  that  was  a  close  thing.  How  do  you  feel  after  it, 
Sitia  ?  " 

Sitia's  face  was  white  and  drawn  from  the  strain  and 
she  would  have  liked  to  sit  down  plump  on  the  ground. 
But  she  reminded  herself  that  she  was  a  tuan's  girl 
in  the  presence  of  her  tuan,  who  was  brave  and  calm, 
and  therefore  she  must  be  worthy  of  him. 

"  Truly  Allah  is  merciful,"  she  said,  though  she  could 
not  prevent  a  little  shake  in  her  voice. 

"  You  spoke  of  the  power  of  Death,  Sitia,  and 
Death  appeared.  And  behold  !  he  had  no  power  ! 
Is  it  not  a  good  omen  ?  "  said  McQueen,  kissing  her. 

"  Yes,  tuan,"  said  she,  smiling. 

And  it  seemed  to  her  at  that  moment  that  his  cool 
courage,  impious  as  it  became  when  he  defied  Allah, 
should,  indeed,  be  great  enough  to  protect  their  love 
against  God  Himself. 

One  Sunday  morning,  about  seven  months  after 
Sitia  had  come  to  McQueen,  he  went  in  early  to  the 
Club  to  meet  three  other  men  and  go  snipe-shooting 
with  them  in  the  big  quarantine  ground  for  buffaloes 
that  had  been  landed  from  India.  After  McQueen  had 
left,  Sitia  was  standing  in  the  verandah,  superintend- 
ing the  scrubbing  of  the  floors  by  half  a  dozen  Javanese 
women.  Not  that  she  gave  them  direct  orders.  She 
knew  that  they  would  resent  this.  So  she  confined 
herself  to  suggestions  and  requests  when  needed ; 
and  these  were  immediately  complied  with,  as  the 
women  knew  that  a  refusal  would  be  reported  to  the 
tuan.  Thus  both  parties  were  satisfied  with  this  show 
of  "  saving  face." 
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When  the  work  was  nearly  over,  Sitia  noticed  that 
one  of  the  women,  who  was  wearing  a  filthy  rag  tied 
round  her  foot,  was  limping  badly  when  she  rose  from 
her  knees.  > 

"  What  is  wrong  with  your  foot,  Meena  ?  "  she  asked. 

"  One  of  those  new  glass  pots,  that  we  are  using 
instead  of  the  tin  ones  for  the  rubber  milk,  has  cut 
the  sole  of  my  foot  to  the  bone.  It  was  broken  and  I 
jumped  on  it." 

"  What  did  you  jump  for  ?  " 

"  I  nearly  trod  on  a  scorpion." 

"  Well,  come  to  the  back  and  I  will  wash  it  with 
clean  water  and  bind  it  with  clean  cloth.  You  women 
will  not  learn  that  wounds  must  be  kept  free  from  dirt." 

Sitia  was  proud  of  what  medical  knowledge  she  had 
learnt  from  the  Europeans  in  the  estate  hospitals  ; 
though  she  felt  that  the  charms  she  uttered  when 
applying  the  remedy  considerably  strengthened  it. 

The  women  all  rose,  for  it  was  eight  o'clock  and  their 
two  hours  of  Sunday  work  was  over. 

They  followed  Sitia  to  the  back  in  front  of  the 
kitchen,  and  squatted  round  to  see  her  operations. 

First  she  washed  the  foot  well  with  soap  and  water, 
then  making  Meena  lie  on  her  face,  with  her  leg  bent 
up,  she  held  the  ankle  firmly  while  she  probed  and 
cleaned  the  wound  with  a  bodkin,  ignoring  Meena's 
protestations.  When  the  foot  had  been  bound  up  in 
a  clean  rag,  she  hunted  up  an  old  slipper  of  McQueen's 
and  put  it  on,  tying  it  in  place  as  she  did  so. 

Each  separate  part  of  the  operation  having  been 
accompanied  by  spoken  charms,  her  audience  was 
much  impressed. 

"  How  clever  of  you  !  "  said  one  of  the  women. 
"  Now  the  tuan  doctor  or  the  medicine  man  in  the 
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hospital  would  never  have  spoken  a  charm  while 
he  did  that.  And  yet  they  think  they  know  more  than 
do  our  pawangs." 

"  They  know  much,  but  it  is  of  one  kind.  We  also 
know  much,  but  of  another  kind,"  said  Sitia. 

"  But  they  despise  all  our  knowledge  and  laugh  at 
us  as  children.  They  believe  in  nothing  they  cannot 
touch,  unless  it  is  their  god." 

"  True,"  said  Sitia  sadly ;  "  and  belief  even  in 
their  god  is  very  faint  with  some." 

"  Che  Thia,  I  give  you  very  many  thanks,"  said 
Meena.  "  May  the  blessing  of  Allah  be  upon  you  and 
yours.  People  fear  you,  but  I  shall  not  henceforth." 

"  Why  should  people  fear  me  ?  What  harm  do  I 
work,  even  if  I  am  skilled  in  magic  ?  " 

"  Did  you  not  kill  Wongsopaviro,  who  insulted  you 
when  you  were  selling  bajus  many  months  ago  ?  " 
said  another  woman.  "  A  week  ago  the  fever  took  her. 
Yesterday  she  was  dead.  Ai-ee.  As  soon  as  she  was 
ill,  she  knew  that  she  must  die  " 

"  But  whosoever  says  I  killed  her,  lies,"  said  Sitia, 
with  anger  in  her  tone.  "  I  merely  stopped  that 
harlot's  tongue.  True,  I  worked  my  magic  on  her 
to  do  it,  but  I  did  not  curse  her.  I  warned  her  to  be 
ready  to  meet  her  fate  when  it  came.  When  it  came, 
Allah  sent  it,  not  I." 

"  But  you  knew  it  would  come  ?  " 

"  I  did,"  said  Sitia  boldly.  "  When  women  live  as 
evilly  as  Wongsopaviro,  the  fever  has  but  little  work 
to  do." 

"  That  is  enough  to  make  people  fear,"  said  the 
woman. 

"  It  will  be  time  enough  to  fear  me  when  I  do  evil  " 
said  Sitia. 
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"  Sinnaiah,  the  bullock-driver  at  the  third  mile, 
had  one  of  his  bullocks  taken  by  a  tiger  this  morning," 
said  Meena,  anxious  to  change  the  subject.  "  Would 
not  your  tuan  like  to  shoot  it,  Che  Thia  ?  " 

"  He  would,"  cried  Sitia,  in  some  excitement,  "  and 
I  would  like  to  see  it  killed.  That  must  be  the  one 
that  frightened  me  so  when  we  woke  it  from  its  sleep 
the  other  evening." 

"  Do  not  be  too  sure  that  it  is  a  tiger  at  all,"  said 
a  woman  mysteriously. 

All  the  women  were  startled  and  Sitia  looked  at  her. 

"  Say  what  is  in  your  mind,  Guatira." 

"  Do  you  know  Mat  Sahat,  who  lives  in  his  kampong 
near  the  fourth  mile  ?  His  kampong  is  cut  out  of  the 
edge  of  the  jungle.  He  lives  alone  ;  he  has  no  wife. 
Who  would  dare  to  live  alone  thus,  almost  in  the 

jungle,  in  its  very  shadow,  but  Mat  Sahat ?  And 

Mat  Sahat  is  a  Korinchi  man."1 

She  leaned  forward  impressively  as  she  said  this  and 
a  "  Wah  "  of  awe  went  round  the  circle. 

"  A  week  ago,"  went  on  Guatira,  "  Markham,  whose 
house  is  half  a  mile  from  Mat  Sahat 's,  was  awakened 
in  the  night  by  a  great  noise  among  his  hens.  He 
opened  his  door  to  go  out  and  find  the  cause,  when 
he  heard  the  snarl  of  a  tiger  from  the  direction  of  the 
fowl-house.  He  was  very  quick  to  shut  himself  up 
again.  The  next  morning  he  found  his  hens  gone 
and  the  prints  of  a  tiger's  feet  all  around.  He  tracked 
the  tiger  until  the  trail  led  him  into  Mat  Sahat's 
kampong,  and  there  on  the  ground,  close  to  the  house,  he 
found  fowl  feathers  that  had  been  vomited  up." 

There  was  a  hushed  pause.    That  Mat  Sahat,  follow- 

1  Korinchi  is  a  district  in  Sumatra ;  the  men  there  are  supposed 
by  the  Malays  to  have  the  power  of  turning  themselves  into  tigers 
at  will. 
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ing  the  instincts  of  his  detested  tribe,  had  turned 
himself  into  a  tiger  that  night  and  had  eaten  Mark- 
ham's  fowls,  no  one  doubted. 

The  Malays  firmly  believe  in  these  were-tigers,  and 
stand  in  great  dread  of  them. 

"  Also  this  bullock  was  taken  only  a  mile  from  his 
house,"  said  Meena  gravely ;  "  doubtless  the  desire 
to  kill  came  upon  Mat  Sahat  again  last  night,  only  he 
wanted  bigger  game.  Allah  preserve  us  should  he 
desire  human  flesh  !  " 

"  Has  the  kill  been  found  ?  "  asked  Sitia. 

"  Yes,  it  is  in  the  jungle,  almost  within  calling 
distance  of  the  road." 

"  Mootoosamy  !  "   called  Sitia. 

"  Yes ! "  said  Mootoosamy,  coming  out  of  the  kitchen. 

"  Go,  find  Sinodjo,  the  mandor.  Tell  him  to  have 
men  in  readiness  to  build  a  platform  near  the  remains 
of  the  bullock  that  was  killed  this  morning.  Tell  him 
they  must  be  not  less  than  twelve — but  stay.  Tell 
him  to  come  here  when  twelve  strikes,  for  the  tuan's 
orders." 

"  Good,"  said  Mootoosamy  and  walked  off. 

As  the  women  got  up  to  go,  Guatira  begged  Sitia  for 
some  medicine  for  her  baby. 

"  What  is  the  matter  with  it  ?  " 

"  It  is  sick  in  the  stomach  and  does  not  want  its  food." 

"  Food  !  "  said  Sitia  scornfully.  "  I  have  seen  you 
cramming  rice  down  its  throat,  its  mouth  full,  and  you 
pushing  it  down  with  your  finger,  and  it  a  two  months' 
baby.  Give  it  only  the  breast  till  to-morrow  night, 
and  if  it  is  no  better,  then  come  to  me." 

The  women  went,  and  Sitia  set  about  her  cooking, 
pleased  with  the  news  she  would  give  McQueen. 


CHAPTER  X 

ENTER  THE   SNAKE 

MCQUEEN  and  a  man  named  Penfold  turned 
in    at    the   drive   on   their   bicycles,   closely 
followed  by  Popham  and  his  French  brother- 
in-law,  Sery,  in  a  dog-cart.     Motor  bicycles  had  not 
yet   become   common   among  the   assistants   on   the 
rubber  estate,  and  only  one  manager,  the  head  of  a 
group  of  estates,  owned  a  car. 

Popham  and  Sery  having  alighted,  the  sais  drove 
off  with  the  dog-cart,  to  pick  them  up  when  they 
returned  from  their  shooting,  and  all  four  tramped 
up  the  verandah  stairs,  McQueen  calling  "  Boy  "  loudly. 

But  Mootoosamy  had  gone  down  to  the  store  on 
an  errand  for  Sitia,  so  she  herself  came  up  from  the 
back  and  stood  at  the  threshold  of  the  verandah. 

"  Tuan  ?  "   she  questioned. 

Popham,  Sery,  and  Penfold  were  seated  in  cane 
chairs  ;  but  McQueen  was  standing  with  his  back  to 
Sitia.  At  her  voice  he  wheeled  round. 

"  What  do  you  want  ?  "  he  asked  harshly.  He  had 
had  more  gin-slings  than  were  good  for  him  that 
morning,  and  he  was  angry  with  the  knowledge  that 
three  pairs  of  eyes  were  staring  at  Sitia.  Popham, 
though  a  married  man,  was  a  notorious  rake,  and 
had  a  keener  eye  for  a  good-looking  native  girl  than 
any  white  man  in  the  district. 

"  You  called  for  Mootoo.  He  has  gone  to  the 
store.  What  is  it  that  you  desire  ?  "  Sitia  asked. 
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"  Make  four  gin-slings,  and  make  them  quickly. 
We  must  go  before  it  gets  too  hot." 

Sitia  turned  and  walked  away,  but  not  before 
Popham  and  Sery  had  exclaimed  aloud  at  her  beauty. 

"  By  God,  McQueen!  "  cried  Popham,  "you've  got 
a  daisy  there  and  no  mistake,  what  ?  Best-looking 
girl  I've  seen  for  many  a  long  day.  Keep  house  for 
you,  what  ?  No  need  of  a  boy,  eh  ?  Oh,  you  bachelors ! 
You  can  have  a  good  time." 

"  Well,  and  so  you  have,  by  all  accounts,"  growled 
McQueen. 

"  But  she  is  a  peach,"  piped  up  Sery.  "  She  is 
beautiful.  She  has  the  regal  air.  She  is  a  queen." 
And  he  cast  his  eyes  up  to  the  ceiling  as  if  in  ecstasy. 

"  Well,  she's  not  your  queen  and  don't  you  forget 
it,"  said  McQueen.  "  It's  paws  off,  Pompey,  and  no 
monkeying  when  she  brings  the  drinks." 

"Well,  I  suppose  a  fellow  can  admire  her,"  said  Penfold. 

"  I  wouldn't  trust  a  girl  of  mine  within  a  mile  of 
Pop,"  said  McQueen, "  and  you  two  aren't  much  better." 

Just  then  Sitia  came  in  with  the  tray  of  glasses. 
She  took  it  first  to  Popham,  who  was  so  much  engaged 
in  smiling  up  at  her  in  what  he  considered  a  fascinating 
manner,  that  he  nearly  knocked  a  glass  over. 

"  Nearly  knocked  it  over,  he,  he,"  he  said,  with  an 
inane  giggle.  -t "  Couldn't  look  at  the  glass  when  there 
was  your  face  to  look  at,  eh  ?  " 

Sitia  calmly  took  the  glass  and  put  it  into  his  hand. 

"  Then  the  tuan  had  better  look  at  the  glass,  which 
concerns  him,"  she  said,  and  passed  to  Sery. 

But  Sery  also  was  staring  so  hard  at  her  that  she 
did  the  same  to  him  ;  and  then  to  Penfold.  As  she 
brought  the  tray  to  McQueen,  who  was  sulkily  looking 
at  Popham,  she  said  in  a  low  tone  : 
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"  A  tiger  has  slain  a  bullock  at  the  third  mile,  and 
the  kill  is  just  off  the  road.  Does  the  tuan  wish  to 
sit  over  the  kill  to-night  ?  I  can  give  the  tuan's 
orders  to  Sinodjo  if  so." 

McQueen  started.  "  What !  I  should  think  so 
Go,  I  will  come  to  you  in  a  moment." 

Sitia  left  the  verandah.  McQueen  turned  to  the 
others.  "  A  tiger  has  killed  a  bullock  near  here.  I'm 
going  to  sit  over  the  kill  to-night.  One  of  you  like  to 
come  ?  " 

Popham  excused  himself  immediately.  His  best 
friend  could  not  have  called  him  plucky  and  McQueen 
knew  it,  as  he  watched  him,  smiling  maliciously.  "  I 
should  like  it  awfully,  but  can't  be  done.  Mem  wants 
me  for  dinner  to-night,  you  know,  otherwise  I'd  come 
like  a  shot.  Beastly  hard  luck." 

"  Can't  disappoint  the  mem  ?  "  asked  McQueen, 
with  a  sneering  smile. 

"  Impossible.  Impossible.  She'd  have  my  eyes 
out.  What  about  you,  Sery  ?  Here's  a  chance  for 
you  now  to  get  some  big-game  shooting." 

"  Ah ;  but  I  do  not  want  the  chance,"  said  Sery, 
who  did  not  by  any  means  wish  to  face  a  tiger  and 
was  quite  frank  about  it.  "  I  am  not  a  shooter,  save 
of  the  little  birds,  and  at  them  I  shoot  more  than  I  kill." 

Penfold  had  been  sitting  quietly  sipping  his  gin- 
sling,  quite  sure  the  chance  was  his.  "  All  right, 
McQueen,"  he  now  said,  "  I'll  come  with  you  You'd 
better  make  the  arrangements  and  let's  get  off  now 
if  we're  to  have  any  snipe-shooting." 

McQueen  gulped  down  his  drink  and  went  to  the 
back  to  speak  to  Sitia. 

"  I  and  the  tuan  Penfold  will  sit  up  over  the  kill 
to-night,"  he  said.  "  Tell  Sinodjo  to  be  very  careful 
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and  build  that  platform  as  I  have  shown  him  before  ; 
and  at  the  right  distance  from  the  kill.  I  cannot  come 
myself  to  see  to  it,  but  if  anything  is  wrong  tell  him 
my  anger  will  be  heavy.  Do  you  understand  ?  " 

"  I  understand,  tuan.  And  you  will  want  curry 
tiffin  for  four,  and  at  what  time  ?  " 

"  At  one  o'clock." 

"  Tuan,  your  voice  is  angry  now.  What  have  I 
done  that  you  should  be  wroth  with  me  ?  "  Sitia's 
voice  was  low  and  pleading,  but  McQueen  was  still 
jealous,  and  the  last  gin-sling  had  only  fanned  his 
spleen. 

"  Why  did  you  come  walking  into  the  verandah 
when  those  tuans  were  there  ?  Could  not  you  have 
called  to  me  and  I  would  have  come  and  told  you 
what  I  wanted  ?  I  trust  no  tuans  where  you  are 
concerned  ;  and  as  to  the  tuan  Popham,  did  not  you 
work  on  his  estate  and  heard  you  nothing  of  him  from 
his  coolies  ?  " 

"  No  tuan  could  induce  me  to  listen  to  anything 
unfaithful  to  you,  tuan,"  she  said  a  little  proudly, 
and  then  humbly,  "  but  I  am  grieved  that  I  should 
have  vexed  you.  Now  I  know  your  wishes  I  shall 
be  careful  in  future.  Will  you  forgive  me,  tuan  ?  " 

But  McQueen  only  said  :  "  Well,  don't  come  flaunt- 
ing out  on  the  verandah  again  when  they're  around," 
and,  turning  on  his  heel,  stamped  back  to  the  verandah, 
calling  to  the  others  to  get  ready. 

Sitia  stood  looking  after  him  in  distress,  with  some- 
thing like  anger  as  well  in  her  heart.  Then  she  walked 
into  her  little  room  and  sat  down.  She  was  humiliated 
enough  to  cry,  but  she  cried  very  rarely.  She  sat 
thinking  deeply  for  some  time.  At  last  she  said  to 
herself  :  "  After  all  it  was  jealousy  and  he  was  iealous 
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because  he  loves  me.  Also  I  think  he  has  drunk  too 
much.  He  will  be  sorry  after." 

The  four  men  walked  down  the  bit  of  high  road 
they  had  to  take  before  getting  to  the  quarantine 
station.  Popham,  whose  mind  was  still  running  on 
Sitia,  again  questioned  McQueen  where  she  came 
from. 

"  Considering  your  keenness  for  pretty  girls,  it's 
a  marvel  you  don't  know,"  said  McQueen,  in  a  surly 
voice.  "  She  was  under  your  nose  for  three  months  or 
so,  working  on  your  estate.  Shows  what  people  say 
is  right,  about  your  assistants  running  Rambutan, 
as  you're  away  half  the  time." 

Popham  fired  up  at  this.  "  That's  a  lie  whoever 
says  it.  My  assistants  carry  out  my  orders  while  I'm 
away ;  and  as  for  trusting  them  to  do  it  well,  what 
are  they  there  for,  eh  ?  Do  you  think  I  can  know 
every  coolie  on  the  estate,  what  ?  That's  my  assistants' 
work,  as  you'd  know  if  you  were  on  Rambutan." 

"Thank  God,  I'm  not,"  said  McQueen.  "Anyway 
if  you  want  to  find  out  anything  about  Sitia,  ask 
Darby.  He'll  tell  you  all  you  want  to  know  and  ease 
your  curiosity." 

"  My  stars!  Is  Darby's  blood  ice,  eh  ?  Why  the 
devil  didn't  he  take  her,  what  ?  Don't  often  get  a 
chance  like  that,  eh  ?  What  ?  " 

"  Oh.  some  high-falutin'  scruple  about  not  taking 
labour  off  the  estate.  He's  kept  all  his  nice  little 
Public  School  notions,  hasn't  he  ?  Always  did  seem 
to  me  to  be  a  dreamy-looking  ass."  And  McQueen 
spat  on  the  ground,  making  the  action  look  like  a 
contemptuous  condemnation  of  Darby's  sentiments. 

"  Well,  I'd  have  made  an  exception  in  the  case  of 
a  girl  like  that,  and  given  him  permission.  By  God 
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eh  ?  Fancy  seeing  her  working  day  after  day  and 
letting  her  walk  off  after  all." 

"  You'd  have  let  him,  would  you  ? "  sneered 
McQueen.  "  So  that  you  could  have  gone  round 
to  his  bungalow  while  he  was  working  ?  " 

Popham  chuckled.  He  was  rather  proud  of  his 
reputation  as  a  rake. 

"  That  is  a  girl  most  beautiful,"  said  Sery.  "  She 
is  not  like  to  the  other  native  girls.  There  are  many 
with  dignity,  but  she — ah,  she  is  queenly  !  Pop, 
she  give  you  the  cold  eye  very  effective.  I  could  wish 
she  was  mine." 

"  Another  married  man ! "  said  McQueen,  with  a 
short  laugh. 

"  And  you  make  the  third,  McQueen,"  said  Penfold. 

"  What  the  hell  do  you  mean  ?  "  demanded 
McQueen.  "  Do  you  think  I've  turned  Moslem 
and  been  married  by  a  hadji  ?  " 

"  Moslem  or  Christian,  ceremony  or  none,  a 
woman  like  that  is  as  good  as  married  to  you  and 
you  would  do  well  to  remember  it,  old  son.  If  you 
forget  it  and  go  making  eyes  at  any  other  woman, 
she'll  bring  you  up  with  a  round  turn,  and  don't  you 
make  any  mistake  about  it.  Remember  how  that  cad 
Haversham  and  his  girl  were  poisoned  by  her  rival  ?  " 

"  Lord,  yes  !  "  sputtered  Popham  explosively. 
"  Horrible  thing  that !  Took  six  months  to  die — six 
months  !  " 

The  men  were  all  silent  for  a  moment  after  Popham 's 
shuddering  exclamation,  and  McQueen  experienced 
an  indefinable  but  decidedly  uncomfortable  sensation. 

But  for  another  man  to  be  warning  him,  almost 
threatening  him,  not  to  make  eyes  at  any  other  girl, 
was  almost  enough  to  determine  him  to  do  it. 
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"  Very  kind  of  you  to  be  so  interested  in  my  domestic 
affairs,  but  I'll  look  after  them  myself,  thank  you. 
Supposing  we  drop  this  interesting  subject.  Thank 
God,  here's  the  quarantine  station.  Pop,  I  wouldn't 
walk  near  you  when  you  have  a  loaded  gun  in  your 
hand  for  a  waggon-load  of  dollars.  Take  your  brother- 
in-law  (and  shoot  him  if  you  like),"  he  muttered  under 
his  breath)  "  and  beat  round  the  ground  to  the  right, 
and  Penfold  and  I  will  go  to  the  left.  Come  on, 
Penfold." 

"  Well,  if  that  cub  isn't  the  cheekiest  young  swine 
on  God's  earth ! "  said  the  indignant  Popham  after 
they  moved  off.  "  And  he  only  an  assistant  too  ! 
Might  be  the  lord  of  creation,  eh  ?  What  do  you  think, 
Sery  ?  " 

"  I  think  I  walk  behind  you,"  said  Sery,  very 
nervous,  as  Popham  in  his  wrath  swung  his  loaded  gun 
round,  so  that  the  muzzle  covered  the  unfortunate 
Frenchman. 

"  Well,  if  you're  as  nervous  as  all  that,  keep  a  couple 
of  hundred  yards  away  to  the  right,"  said  Popham. 

McQueen  and  Penfold  worked  their  way  slowly 
round  the  ground  to  the  left,  now  and  again  getting 
a  shot.  They  were  both  sportsmen  and  neither  had 
any  fear  of  the  other  making  any  erratic  movements  ; 
whereas  it  was  positively  dangerous  to  be  anywhere 
near  Popham,  who,  though  a  good  shot,  would  be 
continually  seized  with  some  new  thought  and  would 
turn  suddenly  round  to  his  companion  to  emphasise  it, 
completely  forgetting  there  was  a  loaded  gun  in  his  hand. 

After  about  an  hour,  McQueen  and  Penfold.  having 
completed  their  half  of  the  round,  lay  down  to  rest 
under  the  shadow  of  a  banana  tree,  which  was  growing 
beside  a  muddy  shallow  drain. 
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"  Fourteen.  Not  so  dusty,"  said  Penfold,  counting 
over  the  birds.  "  I  wonder  what  they'll  get  ?  " 

"  Sery,  nothing  ;  unless  by  accident,"  said  McQueen. 
"  Pop  will  get  Sery  as  likely  as  not,  if  that  Frenchman's 
fool  enough  to  keep  within  range  of  his  gun.  But  I 
haven't  heard  a  shot  for  some  time." 

Just  then  a  report  was  heard,  from  behind  some 
scrub,  fairly  close  to  them.  A  yell  followed  the  report 
and  a  Tamil  coolie  dashed  out  of  the  scrub. 

"  Ayo,  Samy  !  Ayo,  Rama  Samy,"  he  howled,  and 
seeing  the  white  men,  made  for  them,  and  threw 
himself  on  his  face  before  them  for  protection.  There 
was  another  shot  and  a  bird  flew  over.  Then  two 
more  reports,  and  shot  seemed  to  be  flying  all  round 
them,  while  the  leaves  of  the  banana  tree  were  riddled. 

McQueen  and  Penfold  promptly  took  cover  in  the 
muddy  drain,  shouting  to  Popham  and  Sery  to  cease 
fire.  At  this  point  Popham  stepped  out  of  the  scrub, 
and  asked  what  the  coolie  was  howling  about  and 
what  on  earth  the  two  were  sitting  in  a  ditch  for. 

McQueen  scrambled  out,  red  with  fury. 

'  You  God-damned  lunatic !  "  he  roared.  "  If  ever 
I  come  out  shooting  with  you  again,  may  I  be  shot 
with  my  own  gun.  You've  shot  this  coolie  and  you've 
damned  near  shot  us.  Look  at  those  pisang  leaves. 
Riddled  !  Blast  your  eyes  !  You're  only  fit  to  be  out 
in  leading-strings." 

Popham  was  too  much  scared  to  take  notice  of 
McQueen's  language,  and  true  to  his  instincts  he  sought 
for  a  scapegoat. 

"  What  do  you  mean  ?  Me  !  Should  think  I  know 
by  this  time  what  I'm  doing  when  I'm  shooting.  It's 
that  damned  fool  of  a  brother-in-law  of  mine.  Just 
the  sort  of  thing  a  Frenchman  would  do.  Lose  his 


n6  THE  MAGICIAN'S  DAUGHTER 

head,  you  know.  Get  excited  and — Hallo,  here  he 
is."  And  Sery  walked  out  of  the  bushes,  looking  very 
frightened  and  holding  his  handkerchief  to  his  throat. 

"  Look  here,  Sery,"  blustered  Popham,  "you've  got 
to  be  more  careful,  you  know.  You  mustn't  shoot  wildly 
like  this.  You've  shot  this  coolie  and  damned  nearly 
shot  Penfold  and  McQueen.  Won't  do.  Won't  do." 

"  And  what  about  me,  Popham  ?  "  queried  Sery 
plaintively,  hunching  his  shoulders  and  holding  out 
his  hands,  palm  upwards.  "  What  about  me  ?  You 
'ave  shot  me  in  ze  zroat." 

Penfold  threw  himself  on  the  ground  and  roared  with 
laughter,  and  even  McQueen  forgot  his  rage  and  laughed 
too.  As  for  Popham,  he  looked  extremely  sheepish. 

"  Won't  do,  Pop,  won't  do,"  gasped  Penfold.  "  No 
scapegoat  this  time.  Can't  wriggle  out  of  this." 

"  Oh  well,  I  may  have  peppered  Sery.  He  shouldn't 
have  been  so  close.  But  how  do  you  know  it  was  I 
who  shot  this  coolie  and  not  Sery,  what  ?  " 

"  Because  I  have  not  fired  ze  gun  for  quite  ze 
quarter  hour,"  said  Sery,  his  English  getting  more 
broken  in  his  agitation. 

Penfold  went  off  into  another  fit  of  laughter. 

"  That  settles  you,  Pop  ;  you'd  better  dry  up  after 
that.  Let's  look  at  your  throat,  Sery.  H'm.  Five 
pellets  :  but  it's  only  broken  the  skin.  You  must 
have  been  a  good  distance  away.  What  about  this 
beggar  ?  "  and  he  turned  to  the  shivering  Hindoo. 
He  was  in  a  worse  plight,  having  about  fifteen  pellets 
in  the  back  of  his  thighs,  and  was  bleeding  profusely. 

"  You  must  come  to  the  Doray's  estate  hospital 
and  have  the  shot  taken  out  of  your  legs  and  you'll 
be  all  right,"  said  Penfold.  "  And  that  Doray1  who 

*  '  Doray  '  Tamil  word  answering  to  '  Tuan.' 
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shot  you,"  pointing  to  Popham,  "  will  give  you — 
now,  Popham,  how  much  blood  money  ?  You  can't 
make  it  less  than  twenty  dollars." 

"  All  right.  Make  it  twenty  dollars,"  said  Popham 
sulkily. 

"  He  will  give  you  twenty  dollars,"  went  on  Penfold. 
"  Now  get  up.  Walk,"  and  the  coolie  was  pulled  up 
on  to  his  legs  and  made  to  walk  in  front  as  the  party 
moved  off. 

Sery,  having  had  his  throat  seen  to  at  the  estate 
hospital,  the  coolie  had  his  pellets  extracted  amidst 
much  howling.  But  he  was  more  resigned  to  his 
sufferings  than  he  would  have  been  had  not  two 
ten-dollar  notes  been  tightly  clasped  in  his  fist. 

The  party  returned  to  McQueen's  bungalow  and 
sat  down  to  tiffin.  Mootoo  waited  on  them,  and 
though  both  Popham  and  Sery's  eyes  kept  wandering 
to  the  door,  Sitia  did  not  appear.  When  they  had 
finished  their  curry  and  had  got  to  the  "  gula  Malocca  " 
(a  sweet  of  stiff  tapioca  with  a  sauce  of  brown  sugar, 
syrup,  and  cocoanut  milk,  that  invariably  followed 
the  curry  at  a  curry  tiffin)  Popham 's  feelings  could  no 
longer  be  restrained. 

"  Why  don't  you  let  that  girl  of  yours  wait  on  us, 
McQueen  ?  Much  more  pleasant  to  have  around  than 
that  ugly,  black  devil  of  a  boy,  what  ?  " 

The  tramp  after  the  birds  had  worked  off  the  effect 
on  McQueen  of  the  liquor  he  had  taken  in  the  morn- 
ing, but  this  speech  brought  back  all  his  angry 
jealousy.  He  had  some  reason  for  his  anger  too, 
as  he  knew  well  what  Popham  would  do  if  he  had  a 
chance.  He  put  down  the  long  glass  of  beer  he  was 
raising  to  his  lips  and  stared  at  Popham,  his  handsome 
face  black  and  lowering. 


n8  THE  MAGICIAN'S  DAUGHTER 

"If  I  had  thought  she  would  come  up  to  the 
verandah  for  you  to  leer  at,  I'd  have  turned  her  back," 
said  he.  "  I  know  you,  Popham,  and  I  know  just  the 
dirty  trick  you're  thinking  of  playing.  But  so  help  me 
God,  if  you  come  fooling  round  my  bungalow  while 
I'm  out  at  work,  I'll  hunt  you  up  and  smash  your  face 
so  that  your  own  wife  won't  know  you,  even  if  I  have 
to  do  it  in  your  own  house." 

Popham  was  a  slightly  bigger  man  than  McQueen,  but 
he  changed  colour,  not  so  much  from  anger  as  from  fear. 

"  Well,  that's  a  pleasant  sort  of  thing  to  say  to  your 
guest.  I  don't  want  to  run  after  your  girl.  No  harm 
in  wanting  to  look  at  her,  eh  ?  " 

"  Then  be  careful  how  you  look.  And  I  warn  you 
if  you  do  try  any  games  on  ;  the  girl  herself  will  be 
the  first  to  tell  me,  probably  after  having  stuck  a 
knife  into  you." 

"  If  the  girl  is  as  faithful  to  you  as  that,"  put  in 
Penfold,  "  there  is  scarcely  need  for  such  furious 
jealousy.  One's  duty  as  a  host  is  not  confined  to 
feeding  one's  guests." 

McQueen  unconsciously  surrendered  to  Penf old's 
quiet  remonstrance  and  drowned  his  feelings  in  a 
long  drink. 

"  And  now  the  sooner  I  get  into  a  long  chair,"  said 
Penfold,  "  the  spryer  I'll  be  this  evening  for  that 
tiger." 

"  Come  along,  then,"  said  McQueen,  pushing  back 
his  chair.  "I'll  send  the  boy  for  your  rifle."  And 
they  all  went  up  to  the  verandah. 

Meanwhile  Sitia  had  been  giving  instructions  to 
Sinodjo,  and  warning  him  to  be  very  careful. 

"  I  will  be  very  careful,"  said  Sinodjo ;  "  but, 
indeed,  I  fear  that  this  tiger  may  be  Mat  Sahat,  and 
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that  ill-luck  may  attend  his  hunting."    And  he  shook 
his  head  gloomily. 

"  And  do  you  think  that  the  tuan  will  shoot  the 
less  straight  if  it  is  Mat  Sahat  and  no  ordinary 
tiger  ?  "  asked  Sitia  scornfully. 

"  Surely  not,"  said  Sinodjo  ;  "  but  these  Korinchi 
men,  when  they  wear  the  beast's  shape,  still  retain  the 
man's  cunning  and  knowledge.  Mat  Sahat  would 
never  approach  a  kill  in  the  tiger  shape  without  care- 
fully looking  round  for  the  platform  and  the  hunters  ; 
and  if  he  thought  they  were  there,  the  tuan  might  sit 
till  dawn,  but  he  would  never  appear." 

"  Would  that  he  might ! "  said  Sitia ;  "I  would 
rather  have  Mat  Sahat  killed  than  any  ordinary  tiger." 

"  And  the  tuan  would  get  into  trouble  for  killing 
a  man.  At  least,  he  would  get  no  skin  for  his  trouble, 
as  Mat  Sahat  would  resume  man's  shape  the  moment 
he  died.  And  he  would  not  care  for  Mat  Sahat 's 
hide,"  he  added,  with  a  chuckle. 

He  went  off  to  collect  his  men  and  Sitia  was  left 
to  her  duties.  Tiffin  over  and  Mootoo  despatched  for 
Penfold's  gun,  Sitia  retired  to  her  room  and  lay  down 
to  rest  upon  her  mat.  She  wished  those  other  tuans 
were  away,  so  that  she  could  go  up  to  her  tuan,  and 
if  not  talk  to  him,  at  least  sit  near  him  till  he  woke. 
Surely  he  was  not  angry  with  her  still.  It  was  such 
a  little  fault  that  she  had  committed.  When  the 
strong  drink  had  cleared  from  his  brain,  he  would 
be  sorry  for  his  harshness.  This  jealousy  was  to  her 
a  new  phase  of  McQueen's.  She  had  felt  he  could  be 
jealous,  but  it  had  not  shown  itself  in  downright 
anger  to  her  before. 

At  length  she  fell  asleep,  stretched  out  before  the 
open  door. 
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About  four  o'clock  McQueen  woke  up.  The  others 
were  still  asleep  in  their  long  chairs,  clad  in  sarongs 
that  McQueen  had  lent  them.  He  rose  and  went 
quietly  to  the  back  to  tell  Sitia  to  get  tea  ready,  his 
bare  feet  making  no  sound.  When  he  came  in  sight  of 
her,  lying  deep  in  sleep  before  her  door,  his  heart 
stood  still  for  a  moment. 

Not  three  feet  away  from  her,  a  black  cobra,  about 
four  feet  long,  was  crawling  slowly  towards  her. 

He  looked  round  for  a  weapon.  On  the  table  behind 
him  for  washing  dishes  was  a  feather  duster,  made 
of  a  cane  with  a  bunch  of  fowl's  feathers  at  the  end. 
He  seized  the  feathered  end  and  striding  swiftly  for- 
ward, brought  the  cane  down  on  the  snake  behind 
the  head.  Its  back  was  broken,  but  in  his  fear  and 
fury  he  slashed  again  and  again  at  the  writhing  coils. 

Sitia,  wakened  by  the  sound  of  the  blows,  took 
in  the  situation  at  a  glance  and  rolled  herself  out  of 
harm's  way.  She  rose  to  her  feet  as  McQueen  jerked 
the  dead  snake  on  one  side,  and  clasping  her  in  his 
arms,  kissed  her  frantically  in  his  relief. 

"  Tuan,  tuan,  stop.  You  are  no  longer  angry  with 
me  now  ?  " 

"  I  was  a  brute  and  a  beast ;  it  was  the  tuans  really 
that  angered  me,  not  you.  By  Allah,  but  I  was 
frightened  when  I  saw  that  snake  so  close  to  you ! " 

"  My  thanks,  then,  to  the  snake  for  restoring  your 
love  to  me.  Tuan,  do  not  mistrust  me.  Is  not  all  my 
love  for  you,  and  do  you  not  know  it  ?  " 

"  If  I  am  angry  again,  Sitia,  it  will  be  with  them 
only.  But  do  not  show  yourself  to  them." 

"  I  will  not,  tuan  ;  but  oh,  how  I  feared  you  would 
go  out  against  the  tiger  without  a  kind  word  to  Sitia  !  " 


CHAPTER  XI 
THE   THIRD   WARNING 

THAT  evening,  about  five  o'clock,  McQueen 
and  Penfold  arrived  at  the  place  in  the 
road  by  the  edge  of  the  jungle  where  Sinodjo 
was  to  meet  them.  Sinodjo  and  the  two  men  who 
had  been  helping  him  to  build  the  platform  had  been 
waiting  about  an  hour.  They  were  squatting  on  their 
heels  by  the  side  of  the  road  talking,  and  sprang  to 
their  feet  as  the  two  white  men  appeared. 

"  Is  all  done  as  I  desired  ?  "   asked  McQueen. 

"  Tuan." 

"  Good.    Is  the  trail  easy  to  find  ?  " 

"  I  have  made  it  so,  tuan.  I  have  cast  away  the 
undergrowth  and  you  can  make  no  mistake." 

McQueen  and  Penfold  took  their  rifles  from  the 
coolie  who  was  carrying  them  and  turned  into  the 
blazed  trail.  One  of  the  coolies  went  off  home,  while 
Sinodjo  and  the  other  awaited  the  tuans'  return  in 
a  hut  near  by.  The  jungle  here  was  very  open  and 
there  had  not  been  much  undergrowth  to  cut  away ; 
but  where  it  was  thin,  Sinodjo  had  blazed  branches 
and  twigs  by  slashing  them  with  his  parang,  a  heavy 
knife  with  a  blade  about  two  feet  long. 

They  proceeded  in  dead  silence  for  about  a  couple 
of  hundred  yards,  when  they  came  upon  the  body  of 
the  bullock.  It  was  a  skinny,  undersized  beast,  and 
it  would  not  have  been  much  trouble  for  a  full-sized 
tiger  to  drag  it  that  distance,  in  such  a  thin  piece  of 
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jungle.  A  short  way  from  it,  a  platform  twelve  feet 
from  the  ground  had  been  erected  on  eight  poles  ; 
four  of  the  poles  being  firmly  bound  to  two  trees  with 
withes  of  rotan  or  cane.  A  knotted  rope  was  hanging 
down  to  help  them  to  climb  up.  Also  a  lantern  was  left 
hanging  on  the  tree  for  them  to  light  themselves  home. 

"  There  will  be  no  moon  after  twelve  to-night," 
said  Penfold,  in  a  low  tone. 

"  If  he  doesn't  come  before  then  we're  dished. 
Let's  get  up." 

"  Wait.  Draw  matches  for  first  shot,"  said  McQueen. 
"  First  hit  bags  the  skin,  you  know,"  and  he  produced 
two  matches,  and  broke  the  end  off  one.  He  put  the 
two  heads  together  and  held  them  out  to  Penfold. 
"  Longest  match  gets  the  first  shot,"  said  he. 

Penfold  drew  the  short  one. 

"  Just  my  luck.  Well,  here  goes,"  and  he  swarmed 
up  on  to  the  platform.  McQueen  handed  him  up  the 
rifles  and  then  followed  him.  They  loaded  their 
rifles,  and  each  taking  up  his  position,  settled  down 
to  wait.  It  was  a  fairly  open  spot,  and  though  the 
sun  was  setting,  they  could  see  everything  to  the 
opposite  wall  of  trees,  and  the  moon  was  riding  high 
in  the  heavens,  ready  to  flood  the  glade  with  light 
when  the  last  of  the  sun's  rays  had  gone. 

In  the  stillness  they  could  hear  some  coolies  calling 
to  each  other  in  the  road,  and  then  the  rattle  of  a  gharry 
and  the  click-clack  of  its  pony's  hoofs.  Then  a  bird 
that  McQueen  used  to  call  the  jug-bird,  because  he 
said  it  was  always  enticing  one  to  drink  beer,  sent  out 
its  call  in  the  silence.  "  .Dn«&-more-beer  !  Drink- 
more-beer,"  it  shrilled,  with  monotonous  persistence. 
The  flying-foxes,  singly  and  in  small  companies, 
came  flapping  slowly  across  the  darkening  sky,  on 
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their  way  to  their  nocturnal  feasts  in  the  fruit  kam- 
pongs.  Once  a  mouse-deer  startled  them  as  it  dashed 
across  the  clearing,  as  if  pursued  by  some  beast  of 
prey,  though  nothing  followed  it.  Both  Penfold  and 
McQueen  sat  speechless  and  without  movement,  save 
for  an  occasional  turn  of  the  head. 

At  length,  after  about  half  an  hour's  wait,  the 
shape  of  a  tiger  appeared  from  among  the  bushes  and 
stood  looking  over  to  the  kill.  So  noiselessly  did  he 
appear  that  it  almost  seemed  to  the  watchers  on  the 
platform  as  if  he  must  have  been  there  from  the  begin- 
ning, but  had  suddenly  materialised  before  their  eyes. 

McQueen,  the  impulsive,  was  raising  his  rifle  ;  but 
Penfold  laid  a  restraining  hand  on  his  arm. 

"  Wait,"  he  barely  breathed.  If  the  tiger  were 
wounded  there  on  the  edge  of  the  river  he  might 
disappear  without  their  having  the  chance  to  send 
a  second  shot  after  him.  After  a  minute's  wait,  the 
brute  paced  silently  towards  the  kill,  and  then  seem- 
ingly relieved  of  the  fear  of  interruption,  he  threw 
himself  upon  the  carcase  with  a  snarl,  and  began 
tearing  at  the  haunch. 

McQueen,  who  had  a  single-barrelled  rifle,  fired  at 
this  moment,  hitting  the  tiger  in  the  shoulder.  He 
jumped  off  the  bullock  with  an  angry  sound  between 
a  growl  and  a  roar,  and  stood  for  a  moment  lashing 
his  tail  and  growling  deeply. 

Penfold  now  fired  at  him,  but  the  bullet  hit  him 
in  the  stomach  and  passed  through  him,  making, 
however,  a  terrible  wound.  He  gave  a  coughing  roar 
and  charged  straight  at  the  platform. 

Despite  his  broken  shoulder  he  jumped  or  scrambled 
high  enough  to  get  both  front  paws  on  the  platform. 
In  his  struggles  he  hit  McQueen,  who  was  fumbling 
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with  the  spent  cartridge,  with  the  back  of  his  paw, 

sending  him  flying  off  the  platform. 

Penfold  steadied  himself  as  well  as  he  could  upon 
the  rocking  platform,  and  leaning  over,  tried  to  shoot 
the  brute  between  the  shoulders  and  break  its  spine. 
But  the  platform  was  by  now  rocking  so  violently 
from  the  tiger's  struggles  that  his  rifle  shook  and  he 
broke  the  unwounded  shoulder. 

The  brute  went  down  in  a  heap,  and  unable  to  get  up 
again,  lay  snarling  and  writhing  at  the  bottom  of  the 
platform.  In  his  rage  and  agony,  he  bit  one  of  the 
stout  nibong  palm  posts,  six  inches  in  diameter,  right 
through.  He  was  perilously  close  to  where  McQueen 
lay,  an  unconscious  heap  upon  the  ground. 

Luckily  the  posts  had  been  doubled  or  Penfold 
would  probably  have  been  tilted  off  the  corner  of  the 
platform  on  to  the  top  of  the  tiger.  As  it  was  he  slid 
down  the  posts  farthest  away  from  it,  and  reloading 
his  rifle,  walked  close  up  to  it  and  blew  its  brains  out. 

Then  he  went  up  to  McQueen  and  knelt  down  beside 
him.  He  was  lying  face  downwards  in  the  grass,  with 
one  hand  still  clutching  his  rifle. 

Penfold  felt  his  head.  It  was  all  over  blood,  but 
there  seemed  to  be  no  bones  broken.  He  stood  up, 
and  putting  his  hands  funnelwise  to  his  mouth,  sent 
a  ringing  yell  towards  the  river.  There  was  no  answer. 
He  filled  his  lungs  with  air  and  sent  forth  a  second, 
with  all  his  power. 

This  time  he  heard  an  answering  call,  and  satisfied 
that  Sinodjo  was  coming,  he  turned  his  attention  to 
lighting  the  lantern  as  the  Jight  was  nearly  gone. 

Having  lit  it,  he  went  to  McQueen  again  and  turned 
him  over  on  to  his  back.  He  could  find  no  sign  of  his 
being  torn  by  the  tiger's  claws. 
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"  His  neck's  not  broken,"  mused  Penfold  ;  "  so 
barring  a  broken  head,  I  expect  the  beggar'll  be  all 
right  again  soon,  unless,  indeed,  he's  got  a  rib  or  two 
broken.  That  girl  would  be  beside  herself  if  he  were 
killed.  Upon  my  word,  I  don't  believe  any  one  else 
out  here  would  give  a  damn." 

He  heard  the  coolies  coming  towards  him  through 
the  jungle,  talking  loudly  to  scare  away  any  other 
beast  that  might  possibly  be  near,  and  he  turned  to 
examine  the  tiger. 

It  was  a  magnificent  full-grown  beast  with  a  splendid 
skin. 

"  By  the  rules  of  the  game  that's  McQueen's  skin," 
he  said  to  himself,  "  though,  by  the  holy  poker,  I  think 
I've  earned  it.  Not  that  I'd  take  it  if  he  offered  it 
to  me." 

Sinodjo  and  the  other  coolie  now  arrived.  They 
were  both  Javanese,  and  very  little  men,  Sinodjo  not 
being  more  than  five  feet  two  inches  ;  while  the  other 
was  only  five  feet.  They  would  be  of  no  use  in  helping 
to  carry  McQueen. 

"  Sinodjo,"  said  Penfold,  "  Tuan  McQueen  is  badly 
hurt.  He  lies  as  one  dead,  knowing  nothing.  You 
need  not  fear  the  tiger.  He  is  dead." 

Sinodjo  looked  at  the  beast. 

"  Then  it  is  not  Mat  Sahat,"  he  said,  in  rather  a 
disappointed  tone. 

Penfold  laughed.  He  knew  of  Mat  Sahat's  reputa- 
tion. 

"  No,  it  is  not  Mat  Sahat,"  he  said.  "He  is  inno- 
cent of  this  crime.  Listen.  The  tuan  must  not  be 
here  in  the  dews  of  the  night.  When  you  have  helped 
me  to  get  him  on  my  shoulder,  I  will  carry  him  to  the 
hut." 

E 
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"  Tuan." 

"  Sadie  will  run  swiftly  to  the  hospital  dresser  with 
a  note  ;  and  will  come  back  with  men  to  carry  the 
tuan,  and  a  door  to  carry  him  on.  Also  men  to  carry 
the  tiger  to  the  tuan's  house." 

"  Tuan." 

"  And  you  will  go  to  the  tuan  doctor  with  another 
note.  And  now  help  me  lift  the  tuan." 

With  the  help  of  the  two,  Penfold  got  McQueen  up 
on  to  his  left  shoulder,  the  head  and  arms  hanging 
down  behind,  and  his  legs  in  front.  Sinodjo  went 
ahead  with  the  lantern,  while  Sadie  brought  up  the 
rear  with  the  rifles. 

McQueen  was  over  eleven  stone,  and  by  the  time 
they  had  got  to  the  hut,  Penfold  had  had  enough,  and 
was  glad  to  lay  him  down  on  the  ground.  Sadie  was 
despatched  with  a  note  to  the  dresser ;  and  Sinodjo 
to  the  doctor,  whose  bungalow  luckily  was  not  far  off, 
near  to  the  river. 

Penfold  had  made  a  pillow  for  McQueen  as  best  he 
could,  with  a  billet  of  wood  and  his  own  coat ;  and 
lighting  his  pipe,  squatted  down  beside  him,  native 
fashion,  to  wait  for  the  doctor. 

"  There  isn't  a  man  I  know,"  he  mused,  "  who  has 
a  girl  like  that  of  Mac's.  I  don't  know  that  I've  ever 
seen  one  before  quite  like  her.  The  half  and  half  show 
too  plainly  their  white  blood,  and  the  quarter  bred 
their  native.  This  one  is  a  native,  with  a  European 
beauty — and  far  greater  than  most  European  women 
possess.  One  can  see  she  has  no  eyes  for  any  one  but 
Mac.  True  love,  if  anything  is  ;  and  thrown  away 
on — that  !  "  And  he  looked  down  at  McQueen's 
unconscious  face.  He  had  lived  a  lonely  life  for  the 
last  five  years  and  this  trick  of  talking  to  himself 
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had  grown  upon  him,  perhaps  the  more  because  he 
rarely  talked  when  he  was  with  people. 

He  turned  his  face  again  to  the  doorway  and  puffed 
away  steadily,  looking  at  the  brilliantly  lighted  sky. 

"  If  I  could  have  come  across  a  girl  like  that,"  he 
said  at  last  in  a  low  voice  to  himself,  "  it  would  have 
helped  to  deaden  the  pain  of  memory.  Better  than 
furious  drinks  and  late  club  nights.  Ugh,  what  a  brute 
I  was !  Here  comes  doc." 

He  rose  and  greeted  the  doctor  as  he  jumped  off 
his  bicycle.  "  Hallo,  Gerald,"  he  said.  "  Here's 
McQueen  in  a  devil  of  a  state.  Tiger  charged  and 
knocked  Mac  off  the  platform.  His  head's  all  blood, 
but  I  can't  feel  it  broken  anywhere,  but,  of  course,  a 
mere  layman  can't  be  expected  to  know." 

Gerald  was  a  thin  man  of  five  feet  eight  inches,  who 
yet  weighed  no  more  than  nine  stone.  His  face  was 
like  a  skull  with  a  piece  of  brick-red  leather  drawn 
over  it  and  yet  it  was  a  cheerful  face,  though  long  and 
with  nutcracker  jaws.  Also  he  was  always  whistling 
when  not  talking.  He  had  been  twenty  years  out  in 
the  East  without  having  been  home,  and  apparently 
had  no  wish  to  go. 

"  Well,  Penfold,"  he  said,  "  I  don't  know.  I  sup- 
pose you  know  if  a  bone  moves  under  your  hand  and 
if  it  doesn't.  Let's  have  a  look  at  him.  Tiger- 
shooting's  very  dangerous.  Not  much  in  my  line." 

He  bent  over  McQueen  and  passed  his  fingers  over 
his  head,  whistling  cheerfully  to  himself. 

"  No,"  he  said,  at  last,  rising.  "  There's  nothing 
broken,  Penfold.  Concussion  of  the  brain.  I  expect 
he'll  come  round  soon.  On  the  other  hand,  he  may 
not." 

"  How  exceedingly  lucid,"  said   Penfold.     "  That 
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means,  I  suppose,  that  he's  either  got  a  slight  tap  on 
the  head  that  has  put  him  to  sleep  for  an  hour  or  so, 
or  a  severe  one  that  has  killed  him ;  and  that  you 
don't  know  which  ?  " 

"  Well,  Penfold,"  said  Gerald,  not  a  bit  put  out, 
'*  I  don't  think  he'll  die  from  that  crack  on  the  head. 
I'll  examine  him  in  his  house.  I  can't  stop  and  strip 
him  in  this  filthy  hut,  you  know.  But  his  clothes 
don't  seem  torn,  Penfold.  How  did  it  happen  ?  " 

"  Why,  the  tiger  was  wounded  and  charged.  Got 
his  forelegs  well  on  to  the  platform  and  McQueen 
went  flying.  By  the  sudden  way  he  shot  off  into  the  air, 
I  judge  the  tiger  in  his  struggles  to  get  a  hold  must 
have  given  him  a  back-hander  in  the  ribs.  You'll  prob- 
ably find  a  few  gone." 

"  Quite  likely,  Penfold,  quite  likely.  Phew-tee, 
phew-tee,  phew-tee,  phew-tee — phew  too-o  !  "  And 
Gerald  whistled  the  last  bars  of  a  two-step. 

"  Well,  it  seems  to  have  raised  your  spirits  a  lot. 
I  expect  Mac  got  his  head  cracked  against  the  tree. 
If  it  had  knocked  his  brains  out,  I  suppose  you'd  have 
been  dancing." 

"  I  should  not,  then  ;  but  I  should  endeavour  to 
bear  up  and  be  cheerful,  Penfold. 

For  what  care  I  ! 

Let  the  world  roll  by, 

'Tis  better  far  to  laugh  than  cry." 

Some  one  jumped  off  a  bicycle  outside,  and  the 
Tamil  English-speaking  dresser  appeared  in  the  door- 
way. He  was  much  excited  at  the  event  and  breath- 
less. 

"Ah,  my  God  !  This  very  big  calamitee,  sah  ! 
Mr.  McQueen  plenty  hurt  getting.  Perhaps  killing 
have  got.  But  must  bow  to  Almighty,  sail !  " 
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"  My  good  man,"  said  Penfold,  "  allow  me  to  observe 
in  the  most  deHcate  way  in  the  world,  as  the  immortal 
Mr.  Chucks  would  have  said,  that  I  feel  deeply  in- 
debted to  you  for  your  religious  consolation  in  this 
hour  of  trouble;  at  the  same  time  might  I  permit 
myself  to  bring  to  your  notice,  that  I  instructed  you 
to  get  everything  ready  for  Mr.  McQueen's  reception- 
Not  to  come  careering  down  here  on  your  bicycle, 
gasping  platitudes,  you  black,  over-fed,  asthmatical, 
muddle-brained  son  of  an  orang-outang." 

The  dresser  was  taken  aback.  He  had  come  down 
full  of  fussy  importance,  and  intending  to  enjoy  to  the 
utmost  any  lamentations  and  mourning  that  he  might 
consider  necessary  for  McQueen. 

"  All  arrangements,  sah,  to  meet  with  magnificent 
catastrophe  have  done,  sah.  Plenty  coolie  men  coming 
with  stretcher.  I  have  instructed  second  dresser  to  get 
all  ready  in  hospital  for  Mr.  McQueen,  sah." 

"  In  hospital !  "  said  the  doctor,  cutting  short  a 
tune  he  was  whistling  to  himself  in  a  low  key.  "  Made 
arrangements  to  put  Mr.  McQueen  in  an  estate 
hospital  !  Where  ?  Among  the  coolies  ?  " 

Now  beyond  getting  a  stretcher  and  bearers,  the 
dresser  in  his  excitement  had  made  no  arrangements 
at  all  and  was  by  now  hopelessly  at  sea. 

"  Ah — sah — ah — I  am  sure  second  dresser  very 
good  man,  sah.  Ah — Ow  !  "  he  yelled,  as  Penfold 
got  a  grip  of  him  by  the  back  of  the  neck.  Squeezing 
him  hard  with  fingers  and  thumb  he  brought  his  face 
round  to  the  doctor. 

"  Stop  yelling,  you  lump  of  inanity,  or  I'll  wring 
your  damned  head  off.  That's  right.  Now  listen, 
very  carefully,  to  Dr.  Gerald's  instructions.  Go 
ahead,  Gerald,  and  tell  him  what  to  do  " 
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"  Mr.  McQueen  will  be  taken  to  his  bungalow,"  said 
Gerald.  "  You  will  now  go  back  hell  for  leather, 
which  will  just  suit  you  as  you  seem  so  fond  of  excite- 
ment. You  will  get  forceps,  scissors,  lint,  strappings, 
cotton-wool,  swabbings,  and  gauze  dressings  from  the 
hospital.  Got  that  ?  " 

"  Ah-h  yes,  sah." 

"  Wei],  repeat  what  I  told  you  to  get." 

"  Ah-h.  Lint — dressings — forceps Ah,  I  know 

all,  sah.  If  Mr.  Penfold  will  release  my  neck,  I  will 
return  with  despatch." 

"  Not  yet,  you  won't,"  growled  Penfold,  squeezing 
him  harder  and  giving  him  a  shake.  "  Repeat  the  list, 
Gerald.  And  as  for  you,  you  bazaar-born  heathen,  if 
you  can't  say  it  off  pat,  I  won't  leave  your  head  on 
your  shoulders." 

"  Forceps,  scissors,  lint,  strappings,  cotton-wool, 
swabbings,  and  gauze  dressings,"  said  Gerald  slowly. 

At  length  the  dresser  could  repeat  it  and  was  re- 
leased. As  he  was  going,  Penfold  stopped  him.  "  You 
will 'take  those  things  over  to  his  bungalow,  and  when 
you  see  his  girl,  tell  her  the  tuan  has  got  a  knock 
on  the  head  which  has  made  him  unconscious,  but 
will  soon  be  all  right.  If  you  frighten  her  I'll  make 
you  sore  for  a  week.  Understand  ?  " 

"  Certainly,  sah.  Delicate  female's  constitution 
shall  be  respected,  sah.  I  fly,  sah."  And  he  flew. 

Penfold  came  back  to  the  hut.  "  The  bearers  are 
coming,  Gerald.  Oh,  stop  that  infernal  whistling. 
Have  a  fag.  That'll  keep  your  lips  closed." 

"  Well,  thanks,  Penfold  !  Got  a  match  ?  Thanks. 
Now  you  men,  lay  that  door  just  here.  Now  you, 
and  you  "  (pointing  to  two  men),  "  put  your  hands 
under  the  tuan.  Here.  And  here.  When  I  say 
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'  ankat/  up  with  him.  Penfold,  take  his  legs  and  I'll 
take  his  head.  Ankat !  " 

McQueen  was  lifted  on  to  the  door  and  Penfold's 
tunic  arranged  under  his  head.  Penfold  looked  round. 
"  Ten  men  for  the  tiger  ?  Pole  and  ropes  ?  Right. 
You'll  see  to  the  skinning,  Sinodjo." 

"  Tuan." 

"  All  right.    Now  march." 

The  door  was  lifted  up  and  the  party  set  off  in  the 
moonlight  up  the  road,  Penfold  and  Gerald  on  each 
side  of  the  improvised  litter. 

The  dresser  came  hastily  and  fussily  to  the  back 
of  the  bungalow  carrying  the  things  that  the  doctor 
had  told  him  to  bring  and  followed  by  the  under- 
dresser,  also  carrying  lint  and  strappings. 

"  Boy  !  "  called  the  dresser. 

At  the  sound  Sitia  came  running  down  the  stairs. 
She  had  heard  rumours,  and,  of  course,  they  were  of 
the  worst  kind.  Her  face  was  drawn  and  her  eyes 
were  round  and  full  of  fear. 

"  Ah  !  "  she  cried.  '  You,  Kandasamy  !  Then  you 
know  what  has  happened  to  the  tuan.  Is  he  badly 
hurt  ?  " 

"  Badly  hurt  ! "  cried  Kandasamy,  quite  for- 
getting Penfold's  warning.  "  The  tiger  has  broken 
in  his  skull.  He  knows  nothing,  and  I  do  not  think 
he  will  ever  wake  again.  I,  Kandasamy,  have  seen 
him  and  could  have  told  the  tuan  doctor  that  all 
these  dressings  were  needless." 

Sitia  hid  her  face  in  her  hands.  If  this  news  were 
true,  this  then  was  the  vengeance  of  Allah.  The  scene 
at  the  pool  stood  before  her  eyes  and  she  seemed 
unable  to  think  of  anything  else.  Allah  had  shown 
then  that  he  was  angry,  and  she  had  defied  him 
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Now  Allah  had  done  his  worst,  for  he  had  sent  death 
to  her  tuan,  and  death  ended  all  things.  "  Anything, 
anything  but  death  !  "  she  cried  within  herself. 
"  Allah,  send  any  punishment  but  that  !  " 

She  was  brought  to  earth  by  Kandasamy's  voice, 
full  of  self-importance. 

"  Woman,  is  it  seemly  to  waste  my  time  thus  ? 
The  tuan  may  be  here  at  any  moment  now.  Show  me 
where  he  is  to  be  laid.  Is  there  no  boy  in  this  house- 
hold ?  I  must  have  water  heated  and  a  basin." 

Here  Mootoosamy  came  running  up  out  of  breath. 
He  had  been  round  to  the  hospital  to  gather  news  of 
the  killing  of  his  master,  every  one  being  quite  agreed 
upon  that  point. 

Kandasamy  turned  to  him  and  began  to  give  him 
orders  in  a  loud  tone,  when  Sitia  interrupted  him. 

"  Give  no  orders  here  while  I  am  present,"  said  she 
haughtily.  "  Mootoo,  get  water  heated  quickly. 
Kandasamy,  come  upstairs  with  me." 

However  much  Kandasamy  may  have  felt  inclined 
to  resent  being  humbled  in  this  manner,  he  and  his 
coolie  followed  her  up  the  stairs  to  the  verandah. 

"  They  must  examine  him  and  wash  him  before 
laying  him  in  his  bed,"  said  Sitia.  "  Let  them  lay 
the  door  on  the  top  of  this  couch." 

The  couch  or  ottoman  was  a  heavy  piece  of  furniture, 
solidly  made  by  a  Chinese  carpenter  of  Chingai  wood, 
and  when  stripped  of  mattress  and  cushions  by  Sitia, 
made  a  very  fair  operating  table. 

"  A  chair  is  wanted  beside  it  and  a  basin  of  tepid 
water  when  the  tuan  doctor  comes,"  said  Kandasamy. 

"  Very  well,"  said  Sitia  ;    "  see  to  it." 

Sitia  seated  herself  at  the  head  of  the  stairs  and 
looked  down  the  drive  up  which  the  procession  must 
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come.  What  was  it  that  would  come  up  the  path 
and  up  those  stairs  ?  A  senseless  corpse  or  her  tuan 
alive  and  breathing  ?  It  was  even  yet  possible  that 
he  was  alive.  Kandasamy  was  a  braggart  and  full 
of  his  own  importance.  The  tuan  doctor  would  not 
have  had  all  those  bandages  sent  over  if  the  tiger  had 
crushed  the  tuan's  skull  in.  She  brightened  at  this. 
Yes,  she  had  been  expecting  evil  and  had  been  too 
ready  to  believe  evil.  She  would  wait  till  she  heard 
from  the  tuan  doctor's  own  lips. 

Just  then  the  bearers  turned  into  the  drive  and 
Sitia  sprang  to  her  feet  and  ran  down  the  stairs  to 
meet  them.  In  a  moment  she  was  at  Dr.  Gerald's 
side. 

"  Tell  me  the  truth,  tuan  !  Is  he  dead,  as  Kan- 
dasamy says  ?  " 

"Oh,  you  did,  did  you,  my  friend!"  muttered 
Penfold. 

"  Dead  !  Not  he,  girl,"  said  Gerald  cheerily.  "  And 
not  going  to  be  either.  He'll  live  to  bother  you  a  long 
time  yet.  Do  you  love  him  very  much  ?  " 

"  So  much  that  I  would  die  in  his  place,  tuan," 
she  said,  with  a  little  sob  of  relief. 

"  Well,  in  that  case  perhaps  you  would  make  a  good 
nurse  for  him,  eh  ?  Steady,  men,  now,  up  those  stairs. 
Lower  it  in  front,  you  fools.  Do  you  want  to  tip  the 
tuan  out  backwards  ?  " 

Slowly  and  with  care,  the  unconscious  McQueen  was 
borne  up  the  stairs,  and  the  door  was  placed  upon 
the  ottoman. 

"  Very  good  table,"  said  Gerald.  "  Now,  Kan- 
dasamy, where's  the  water  ?  You,  girl,  what's  your 
name  ?  " 

"  Sitia,  tuan." 
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"  Well,  Sitia,  help  me  get  his  clothes  off.  Be  very 
gentle ;  I  can  trust  you,  can't  I  ?  " 

"  Who  else  could  you  trust  to  be  gentle  if  not  me  ?  " 
said  she,  and,  stooping  and  kissing  McQueen's  face,  she 
murmured :  "He  kissed  me  ere  he  went  to  seek  the 
tiger.  Now  he  knows  not  I  kiss  him  when  he  returns." 

At  length,  with  great  care,  McQueen's  clothes  were 
removed  and  Gerald  began  his  examination.  After 
what  seemed  an  age  to  Sitia,  he  looked  up.  "  Two  ribs 
broken.  Look  how  bruised  his  side  is  too.  As  to  the 
knock  on  the  head,  that's  not  much.  He'll  soon  get 
over  that,  I  think.  I'll  just  get  those  ribs  set  and 
strapped  and  then  I  must  be  off.  First  I'll  wash  that 
gory  head  of  his.  Put  that  basin  of  tepid  water  here, 
Sitia,  and  give  me  those  scissors.  That's  right.  Now 
you  can  hold  his  head  for  me,  can't  you  ?  " 

"  Surely,  tuan." 

"  Let  me  come.  Stand  away.  I  am  doing  that," 
said  Kandasamy,  very  jealous  of  Sitia's  superseding 
him  in  his  work. 

"  You  get  to  hell  out  of  that.  I  don't  want  your 
clumsy  paws  round  here,"  snapped  Gerald. 

"  Well,  if  you  don't  want  him  or  me,  I'll  take  him 
to  the  back,"  said  Penfold.  "  I've  something  to  say 
that  I'm  sure  will  interest  Kandasamy." 

"  Take  him  away  and  hang  him  if  you  like,"  said 
Gerald,  too  busy  to  look  up,  and  the  two  departed. 
Gerald  carefully  sponged  the  matted  hair  and  then 
began  clipping  it  short,  preparatory  to  searching  for 
any  cut  in  the  scalp.  Sitia,  calm  and  steady,  held  his 
head  with  unshaking  hands. 

After  a  time,  Penfold  strolled  in  with  an  abstracted 
air. 

"  How's  the  patching  up  going  on  ?  "   he  asked. 
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"  Nearly  through,  Penfold  ;  nearly  through.  What 
have  you  been  doing  to  Kandasamy  ?  " 

"  I  told  him  I'd  half  kill  him  if  he  frightened  the 
girl,  and  the  blatant  ass  must  needs  come  rushing 
here  hot-foot  to  tell  her  Mac's  killed." 

"  Well,  I  hope  you've  left  a  bit  of  him.    Fool  as  he 
is,  he's  necessary  to  a  certain  extent,  Penfold.     Now 
I'm  through  and  we  must  get  Mac  on  to  his  bed. 
Sitia,  when  we  carry  the  tuan  to  the  sleeping-room . 
hold  his  head  up,  so  that  it  doesn't  dangle.    See  ?  " 

Gerald  and  Penfold  put  their  hands  under  McQueen, 
and  lifting  him  off  the  door,  carried  him  into  his  mos- 
quito room.  They  laid  him  on  his  bed,  Sitia  carefully 
holding  his  head  steady. 

They  let  him  down  on  to  the  mattress  and  stood 
looking  at  him  for  a  moment. 

"  Now,  Sitia,  if  you're  going  to  nurse  him,  listen  to 
me.  The  tuan  will  awake  soon.  Perhaps  within  the 
hour.  You  must  not  let  him  talk.  If  he  asks  any 
questions,  tell  him  he  must  go  to  sleep." 

"  Good,  tuan." 

"  And  if  he  asks  for  anything  to  drink,  give  him 
a  lime-squash.  No  strong  drink,  mind." 

"  Very  well,  tuan.  And  when  he  wakes  for  the 
second  time  in  the  morning,  is  he  to  get  up  then  if  he 
wishes  ?  " 

"  Certainly  not.  His  ribs  are  broken  and  he  is  to 
keep  quite  still  till  I  come.  Hold  him  down  if  he 
tries.  He's  lost  so  much  blood  he'll  be  too  weak  to 
resist.  Coming,  Penfold  ?  " 

"  All  right.  Unless  you  are  afraid  and  want  me 
to  sit  by  your  tuan,  Sitia  ?  "  he  said  kindly  to  the 
girl. 

But  McQueen's  jealousy  was  too  fresh  in  her  mind 
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for  her  to  want  him  to  wake  and  find  her  sitting 
beside  him  in  the  company  of  another  tuan. 

"  I  thank  you,  tuan,  for  your  kind  thoughts,  but 
I  fear  nothing  and  can  watch  him  by  myself.  Indeed, 
I  need  no  help,"  she  said,  looking  up  at  him  anxiously, 
afraid  lest  he  should  persist. 

"It  is  well,"  he  said,  smiling.  "  The  tuan  shall 
find  only  you  here  when  he  wakes." 

Sitia  blushed  at  having  her  thoughts  read  so  easily, 
and  the  two  men  walked  off. 

"  What  a  princess  of  a  girl  to  have  to  take  care 
of  one,"  remarked  Penfold. 

"  Well,  I  suppose  so,  Penfold.  But  I  don't  cotton 
to  native  girls,  you  know.  She's  a  fine  girl  and  all 
that,  but  not  in  my  line,  Penfold." 

"  Because  you've  got  a  wife  and  three  bonny 
kiddies,"  said  Penfold. 

"  And  why  can't  you  do  the  same,  Penfold  ?  " 

"  To  hell  with  you.  Why  don't  you  mount  ?  " 
growled  Penfold,  in  so  fierce  a  tone  that  Gerald  was 
taken  aback. 

"  Oh,  no  offence.  Marry  a  Hottentot  if  you  like. 
Well,  so  long,  Penfold,"  and  he  rode  off  whistling. 

Penfold  mounted  his  bicycle  and  rode  off  in  the 
opposite  direction. 


CHAPTER  XII 

LOVE  TRIUMPHS 

SITIA,  before  she  seated  herself  to  her  watching, 
went  below  and  made  a  long  glassful  of  lime- 
squash.  Then  she  set  it  on  the  ice  and  called 
Mootoosamy. 

"  See,"  she  said,  "  when  I  call,  bring  that  glass  to 
the  tuan's  room." 

"  Good,"  said  Mootoo. 

"  I  may  call  within  the  hour,  perhaps  not  for  two 
or  three  or  more.  But  remember  well,  that  if  my 
call  finds  you  sleeping,  you  will  suffer  very  heavily," 
and  her  eyes,  fixed  on  his,  glittered  fiercely. 

"  May  the  gods  destroy  me,  body  and  soul,  if  I  close 
an  eye,"  said  the  agitated  Mootoosamy  very  earnestly. 

Sitia,  satisfied  that  she  had  secured  his  vigilance, 
went  upstairs  and  seated  herself  cross-legged  beside 
McQueen  to  begin  her  watch. 

She  sat  looking  down  at  the  unconscious  hand- 
some face,  and  a  gieat  wave  of  love  for  the  man  swept 
over  her.  She  bent  over  him  and  kissed  his  lips. 

"  Not  yet,  not  yet,  oh  my  beloved,"  she  murmured. 
"  Not  yet  shall  Allah  take  thee  from  me.  Even  if  the 
doom  that  he  will  surely  send  had  descended  now,  not 
even  Allah  himself  can  take  from  me  these  seven 
months  of  Paradise  that  I  have  had.  If  I  should  be 
fated  to  struggle  on  to  the  rest  of  this  life  without 
thee,  still  shall  I  have  always  with  me  the  memories 
of  this  golden  time  of  love.  Surely  love  is  worth  all 

i37 


138  THE  MAGICIAN'S  DAUGHTER 

the  heavens  the  hadjis  can  invent,  and  worth  suffering 
for  in  their  hells  afterwards." 

She  rested  her  chin  on  her  hand  and  drifted  off  into 
a  long  and  happy  reverie,  not,  however,  without  a 
running  undercurrent  of  sadness.  She  went  over  in 
her  mind  her  father's  predictions  of  happiness  and 
unhappiness  for  her,  her  first  meeting  with  McQueen 
and  her  first  three  days  with  him,  and  then,  as  always, 
the  memory  of  the  ceremonial  rites  at  the  pool  and 
their  ill-omened  conclusion  brought  a  sharp  stab  of  pain. 

"  But  I  could  not  expect  to  be  too  happy,"  she 
thought.  "  Maybe  I  should  not  know  the  full  joys 
of  love  but  for  the  haunting  fear  of  losing  them. 
But  not  yet,  beloved,  not  yet,"  and  she  gazed 
lovingly  at  McQueen's  still  face. 

Just  then  he  stirred  and  opened  his  eyes,  looking 
full  at  Sitia. 

"  Hallo,  Sitia.    What's  wrong  ?  "   he  said  feebly. 

Sitia,  restraining  her  delight  at  seeing  him  return 
to  consciousness,  bent  over  him.  "  Hush,  you  must 
not  talk,  tuan.  You  have  had  a  bad  fall  and  a  blow 
to  your  head.  Try  now  and  sleep." 

"  My  God,  what  a  head  I've  got,"  said  McQueen,  with 
a  groan.  "  And  I'm  as  dry  as  a  bone.  Bring  me 
a  beer,  Sitia." 

Sitia  went  to  the  door  and  called  to  Mootoosamy. 

Mootoosarny,  who  in  his  fear  lest  he  should  fall 
asleep  had  been  standing  all  the  time,  answered 
eagerly  and  came  quickly,  bearing  the  iced  lime-squash. 

"Go  to  sleep  now  if  you  wish,"  said  Sitia,  as  she 
took  it  from  him. 

She  put  the  glass  to  McQueen's  lips,  holding  him 
up  as  she  did  so  with  her  arm. 

He  opened  his  eyes  and  tasted  it. 
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"  I  told  you  I  wanted  beer,"  he  growled. 

"  The  tuan  doctor  says  you  must  have  no  strong 
drink  till  he  returns,"  she  said.  "  Will  not  the  tuan 
drink  this  ?  It  is  cold  and  refreshing."  > 

"  Get  me  that  beer  and  chuck  that  stuff  away." 

Sitia  put  down  the  glass  on  the  floor,  still  holding 
McQueen  with  her  left  arm. 

"  Tuan,  my  tuan,  do  not  be  angry  with  me.  I  can- 
not and  will  not  get  you  beer.  It  might  kill  you." 

"  Won't  you  ?  Then  by  Jove  I'll  get  it  myself," 
and  McQueen  struggled  to  lift  his  legs  off  the  bed. 

Sitia  took  away  the  support  of  her  left  arm  and  let 
him  sink  back  on  the  pillow.  Then  she  placed  both 
hands  on  his  shoulders  and  pressed  him  down. 
McQueen,  with  a  grunt,  gave  up  all  struggling  and  lay 
still  for  a  moment  or  two  with  closed  eyes.  Then  he 
opened  his  eyes  and  looked  up  into  her  face. 

"  So  you  would  treat  your  tuan  as  a  child,  you  are 
delighted  to  get  him  helpless  so  that  you  may  do  what 
you  will  with  him,"  he  gasped  out  wrathfully. 

"  Not  so,  tuan,"  said  Sitia,  in  even  tones,  though 
her  bosom  was  rising  and  falling  with  the  emotions 
she  suppressed.  "  But  you  must  obey  the  tuan 
doctor  or  things  will  go  very  ill  with  you.  Now  will 
you  drink  the  lime-squash  or  do  you  not  want  it  ?  " 

"  Give  it  me,"  he  said  sulkily. 

She  raised  him  again  and  this  time  he  drank  it  off. 
Sitia  let  him  down  on  the  pillow  and  wiped  his  lips. 

"  Now  is  the  tuan  like  a  good  child,"  she  said, 
smiling.  "  Sleep,  tuan,  a  dreamless  sleep  and  wake 
strengthened,"  and  she  kissed  him. 

McQueen  fell  asleep  almost  immediately,  and  as 
soon  as  he  was  off  Sitia  turned  down  the  Jight,  and 
lying  down  beside  him,  slept  also. 
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About  seven  o'clock,  McQueen  woke  to  find  Sitia 
sitting  on  the  bedside  looking  thoughtfully  down  at 
him. 

"  Have  you  been  sitting  there  all  night,  Sitia  ?  " 
he  asked,  with  some  compunction,  as  he  remembered 
how  angrily  he  had  spoken  to  her  before  he  had  gone 
to  sleep. 

"  No,  tuan,  you  slept,  so  I  thought  I  might  sleep 
also.  I  should  have  woken  if  you  had  moved." 

"  Yes,  I  believe  you  would.  I  was  a  brute  to  you 
last  night,  wasn't  I,  my  Malay  princess  ?  But  I  was 
very  ill,  dear,  and  am  not  much  better  now.  Kiss 
me,  Sitia,  and  forgive  me." 

She  flung  herself  on  her  knees  beside  his  bed  and, 
folding  him  in  her  arms,  kissed  him  again  and  again 
the  tears  running  down  her  cheeks. 

"  Tuan,  it  is  worth  a  little  harshness  to  hear  you 
speak  so  kindly  and  to  ask  forgiveness  of  me.  What 
I  did,  my  dear,  dear  tuan,  was  for  your  sake,  though 
it  distressed  me  to  deny  you  anything  you  desired." 

"  Hush,  don't  cry,  darling,  don't  cry.  You've  had 
a  bad  time  of  it,  I  expect.  But  I'm  not  dead  yet. 
Did  we  get  the  tiger  ?  Who's  looking  after  the  skin  ?  " 

"  Sinodjo,  tuan." 

"  Tell  Mootoo  to  bring  him  here  ;  and  see  here, 
am  I  to  have  anything  to  eat,  Sitia,  or  is  starvation 
part  of  Tuan  Gerald's  treatment  ?  " 

"  He  did  not  say,  tuan,  but  he  said  he  would  come 
here  early.  Ah  !  and  here  he  comes,  and  Tuan  Penfold 
with  him." 

Sitia  went  to  the  verandah  to  greet  them,  and  after 
a  few  moments  the  two  walked  into  McQueen's  bed- 
room. 

"  Well,  McQueen,"  said  Gerald,  in  his  high-pitched 
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voice,  "  how  goes  it  ?  Head  a  bit  achy  ?  Must  ex- 
pect to  feel  a  bit  stiff.  Can't  play  with  charging  tigers 
without  a  scratch,  you  know." 

"So  it  seems,"  said  McQueen.  "  Are  you  going  to 
let  me  feed  or  are  you  starving  me  ?  I'm  too  weak 
to  put  up  much  of  a  fight,  as  Sitia  found  last  night 
when  I  tried  to  get  up  for  beer." 

"  What  did  she  do  ?  "  said  Penfold,  looking  in- 
terested. 

"  Put  both  hands  on  my  shoulders  and  kept  me 
down.  I  was  as  helpless  as  a  babe." 

"  Well,  I'm  not  going  to  starve  you,  Mac,  but  let's 
see  to  those  bandages  before  you  feed.  Sitia,  help  me 
here." 

"  Tell  us  all  about  it  while  he's  mauling  me  about, 
Penfold.  I  can  only  remember  firing  at  the  beast. 
And  Gerald,  for  God's  sake  stop  whistling  for  a  bit." 

"  Sorry,  Mac,  sorry.  Phew-ti-phew — I  mean  cer- 
tainly, of  course." 

Penfold  told  him  fully  the  story  of  the  accident,  and 
just  as  he  finished,  Douglas,  McQueen's  manager, 
walked  in. 

"  Hallo,  Mac,  bad  business  this,  but  might  be  worse. 
Lucky  for  you  it  was  Penfold  who  was  the  second 
man." 

He  stopped  short  as  his  eyes  fell  upon  Sitia's  face, 
and  he  stood  looking  at  her,  taking  in  her  beauty  and 
grace. 

"  Yes,"  said  McQueen,  "  I  did  ask  Popham  and  then 
Sery.  Pop  had  a  pressing  engagement  to  dine  with 
his  wife,  and  Sery  said  he  would  rather  shoot  little 
birds,"  and  he  grinned. 

"  I  don't  fancy  either  of  them  accepting,"  said 
Douglas  absently.  "  Is  that  your  girl  ?  " 
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"  Yes,"  McQueen  said  shortly. 

"  I  heard  you  had  got  a  ripper,  but  I  didn't  fancy 
anything  as  good  as  that.  Oh,  you  needn't  be  jealous. 
I  don't  poach  on  other  men's  preserves.  Are  you 
going  to  send  him  to  hospital,  Gerald  ?  " 

"  Well,  Douglas,  if  he  obeys  orders  he  can  stay 
here,  as  he's  got  an  A  I  nurse  to  look  after  him.  But 
if  he  doesn't  and  starts  fooling  about  before  those 
ribs  set,  why  I  shall  have  to  send  him." 

"  Oh,  I'll  do  what  I'm  told.  I  don't  want  to  go  to 
hospital,"  said  McQueen. 

"  No,  I  suppose  not  with  that  nurse,"  said 
Douglas.  "  What  is  your  name,  girl  ?  "  he  said  in 
Malay. 

"  Che  Thia,  tuan." 

"  Look  after  your  tuan  carefully  and  he  can  stay 
here.  If  he  does  not  obey  the  tuan  doctor's  orders 
he  must  go  to  the  hospital  in  Batu  Gajah." 

"  I  will  nurse  him  carefully,  tuan,  and  he  will  obey 
tuan  doctor's  orders,"  said  Sitia. 

"  Or,  rather,  he  will  obey  you,  eh  ?  " 

"  Who  am  I  that  the  tuan  should  obey  me  ?  " 

"  A  very  beautiful  girl,  are  you  not,  Sitia  ?  " 

"  So  my  tuan  has  told  me,"  she  said,  a  little  coldly, 
looking  straight  at  Douglas. 

"  And  you  don't  need  any  one  else's  opinion,  h'm  ?  " 
said  he,  smiling.  "  Well,  you  are  a  rare  girl  and  he 
is  a  lucky  man.  Well,  if  you  fellows  are  ready  I'll 
come  with  you.  Penfold,  I  want  to  go  over  your  fields 
with  you  this  morning.  So  long,  Mac." 

•  ••••• 

Sitia  nursed  McQueen  with  the  greatest  tenderness 
and  care,  and  more  than  ever  before  wrapped  him 
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round  with  her  love.  He  was,  however,  no  easy 
patient  to  nurse,  and  though  his  conscience  may  have 
pricked  him  for  speaking  harshly  to  her  that  first 
night,  there  were  many  times  afterwards  when  he 
spoke  harshly  and  made  no  apology  for  so  doing. 

His  temper,  naturally  hot  and  violent,  had  been  in- 
flamed by  long  years  in  a  climate  that  is  apt  to  make 
even  patient  men  irritable,  and  the  heavy  drinking  with 
which  he  had  sought  to  alleviate  the  climate  had,  of 
course,  only  made  its  effect  much  worse.  He  was 
now  sorely  tried,  first  by  the  complete  inaction,  and 
secondly  by  the  total  abstention  from  alcohol.  He 
had  never  been  ill  in  his  life,  and  could  not  understand 
the  sensation.  Dr.  Gerald,  who  had  foreseen  that  as 
soon  as  he  was  strong  enough  to  walk,  Sitia  would  not 
be  able  to  prevent  him  from  helping  himself  to  liquor, 
had  quietly  removed  all  his  spirits  and  beer  to  his  own 
bungalow. 

"  Sitia,"  said  McQueen  about  a  week  later,  "  I'm 
going  to  have  a  stingah  if  it  kills  me.  It  can't  hurt 
me  anyway.  I've  got  no  temperature  now.  You  go 
and  mix  me  one." 

"  Tuan,  the  tuan  doctor " 

"  Damn  the  tuan  doctor.  I  tell  you  I  will  have  one. 
I  know  what  is  good  for  me  if  you  don't.  Are  you 
going  to  get  it  for  me  or  not  ?  " 

Sitia  rose  and  stood  in  the  doorway. 

"  There  is  no  whiskey  or  other  strong  drink  in  the 
house,  tuan." 

McQueen  sat  up. 

"  What  do  you  mean  ?  "   he  demanded. 

"  I  mean  that  the  tuan  doctor  has  removed  all  your 
strong  drink  to  his  house." 

"  Curse  him,  what  infernal  cheek !    I'll  have  some- 
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thing  to  say  when  Gerald  comes  again.  Well,  go 
over  to  the  Kedei  and  get  some  beer." 

"  The  tuan  besar  "  (big  tuan,  or  manager)  "  has 
strictly  forbidden  Chong  Swee,  the  storekeeper,  to 
give  any  beer  to  Mootoo  or  me,  for  you,  until  the  tuan 
doctor  permits,"  said  Sitia. 

"  Damn  the  tuan  doctor  and  the  tuan  besar,"  shouted 
McQueen.  "  Will  you  go  to  the  Kedei  or  will  you 
not  ?  " 

"  Tuan,  I  cannot,"  said  Sitia,  in  great  distress,  bend- 
ing over  him  and  laying  her  hand  on  his  shoulders. 

"  Cannot !  Will  not,  you  mean,"  he  said,  thrusting 
her  aside  with  a  sweep  of  his  arm.  "  If  you  will  do 
nothing  for  me,  get  out  of  ray  sight." 

The  action  was  almost  a  blow.  His  arm  half  struck, 
half  pushed  her  on  the  ribs,  making  her  stagger.  She 
pulled  herself  together  and  gHded  from  the  room  with- 
out a  word,  as  McQueen  sank  back  on  to  the  pillows. 
She  went  below  and  sought  Mootoosamy.  He  was 
asleep  in  the  sun  with  his  hand  in  a  pot  which  he  was 
supposed  to  be  scouring. 

"  Mootoo,"  she  said,  standing  over  him.  No 
answer. 

"  Mootoo,"  she  said  again,  stirring  him  with  her 
toe. 

"  Ah-h  !  "  exclaimed  Mootoo,  with  a  start,  clutching 
the  pot  with  the  other  hand.  "  Not  sleeping,  mem. 
Just  thinking  a  little." 

"  Listen,  will  you,"  said  Sitia,  in  a  dull  tone.  "  If 
the  tuan  sends  you  to  the  Kedei  to  buy  beer,  go. 
Go  as  far  as  the  Kedei  and  then  return  and  say  to 
the  tuan  that  Chong  Swee  will  not  give  it  to  you, 
because  the  tuan  besar  has  forbidden  it." 

"  Good,"  said  Mootoo.    "  It  is  an  order." 
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"  Yes,"  said  Sitia  ;  "  but  do  you  quite  understand 
that  however  much  the  tuan  wants  drink,  you  must 
try  and  prevent  his  getting  it  ?  " 

"  Ah  !  "  said  Mootoo,  cocking  his  head  on  one  side 
and  looking  up  at  her,  as  he  tried  to  grasp  her  meaning. 
"  It  is  well.  Mootoo  will  not  get  it." 

"  But  you  must  pretend  to  try  and  get  it,"  said 
Sitia,  bending  forward  and  holding  his  eyes  with  hers. 
"  You  must  make  a  great  show  of  doing  what  he  wants 
in  the  matter  of  drink,  and  yet  not  do  it." 

Mootoo  stared  into  her  eyes  for  a  moment  or  two, 
and  then  as  she  withdrew  them  he  turned  his  head  with 
a  sigh  of  relief.  "  The  tuan  shall  not  get  it  through 
me,"  he  said. 

"  Boy  !  "   came  McQueen's  voice  from  his  room. 

Sitia  slipped  into  the  kitchen. 

"  Tuan  ?  "   shouted  Mootoosamy. 

"Go  to  the  Kedei  and  bring  back  four  bottles  of 
beer,"  shouted  McQueen. 

"  Good,  tuan,"  answered  Mootoo,  and  getting  a 
basket,  hurried  off  down  the  drive.  He  reached  the 
Kedei  and  went  in.  Chong  Swee  was  standing  behind 
his  counter,  which  was  laden  with  the  dried  vegetables, 
fish,  spices,  condiments,  etc.,  with  which  the  coolies 
love  to  savour  their  rice.  On  three  sides,  the  walls 
were  covered  with  shelves  containing  an  extraordinary 
assortment  of  beer,  stout,  atrocious  sickly  sweet 
"  soft  "  drinks,  tinned  fruit,  sarongs,  topees,  and  other 
things  that  one  would  hardly  have  expected  to  see  in 
a  native  kedei. 

"  Did  the  tuan  besar  leave  an  order  concerning  beer 
for  the  tuan  ?  "  asked  Mootoo. 

"  He  did,"  said  the  fat  and  oily  Chong  Swee ; 
"  but  he  said  nothing  about  lemonade,"  and  he 
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grinned  and  reached  down  two  bottles  of  beer  and 
placed  them  on  the  counter. 

"It  is  not  good  to  play  with  the  orders  of  the 
tuan  besar,"  said  Mootoosamy  severely. 

"  Fool,"  said  Chong  Swee.  "  Cannot  I  throw  dust 
in  the  eyes  of  the  tuan  besar  and  swear  that  if  your 
tuan  obtained  beer  it  was  not  from  me  ?  Cannot  I 
write  it  lemonade  in  my  books  ?  " 

"If  it  is  child's  play  to  throw  dust  in  the  eyes  of 
the  tuan  besar,  is  it  well  to  play  with  the  orders  of 
Che  Thia  bin  Ahmat,  whose  magic  is  almost  as  great 
as  that  of  her  father  ?  "  asked  Mootoosamy. 

"  That  is  a  different  word,"  said  Chong  Swee.  "  It 
would  be  less  trouble  to  respect  her  wishes  than  to 
ignore  them.  That  is,  if  money  be  not  lost  by  it,"  and 
he  put  back  the  bottles. 

"  She  has  set  her  heart  on  the  tuan  obtaining  no 
strong  drink,"  said  Mootoosamy  ;  "  and  it  would  be 
better  to  lose  money  than  face  her  when  her  anger 
is  roused.  She  thinks  beer  will  kill  the  tuan." 

"  It  is  naught  to  me  whether  the  tuan  lives  or  dies," 
said  Chong  Swee.  "  Another  will  take  his  place  at  his 
house  and  trade  with  me." 

Mootoosamy  went  out  with  his  empty  basket  and 
back  to  the  bungalow.  He  went  up  to  McQueen's 
room  in  fear  and  trembling,  and  opening  the  door, 
stood  nervously  on  the  threshold.  McQueen  put 
down  a  magazine  he  was  looking  at,  and  stared  at 
him. 

"  What  are  you  doing  there  ?  Where's  my  beer  ?  " 
he  demanded. 

"  Tuan,  do  not  be  angry,"  said  the  quaking  Mootoo- 
samy. "  Chong  Swee  is  in  the  greatest  distress.  He 
wept.  But  did  not  dare  to  disobey  the  orders  of  the 
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tuan  besar,  who  threatened  to  take  away  his  Kedei 
from  him  if  he  gave  me  beer  for  you." 

"  Liar !  "  exclaimed  McQueen,  hurling  his  magazine 
at  him.  "  This  is  some  wicked  play  of  Sitia's.  Call 
her  here,  you  black  son  of  a  pig." 

Mootoo  fled  below  to  the  kitchen,  where  he  found 
Sitia  cooking  McQueen's  tiffin.  "  I  told  the  tuan 
Chong  Swee  would  not  sell  me  beer  and  he  believes 
I  lie.  He  is  raging.  He  has  sent  me  for  you." 

Sitia  looked  dully  at  him  for  a  moment,  as  if  need- 
ing an  effort  to  understand  him.  Then  she  said, 
"  See  to  this,  then,  while  I  am  absent,"  and  moved 
slowly  away  to  McQueen's  room  as  a  shout  of  "  Sitia  !  " 
came  from  it. 

She  stood  in  the  doorway,  looking  calmly  at  his 
flushed  face,  as  he  struggled  up  from  his  pillows. 

"  What  is  the  tuan's  pleasure  ?  "    she  asked. 

"  What  is  my  pleasure  ?  Damn  it !  My  pleasure 
is  that  I  drink  beer.  That  lying  ape  Mootoo  has  come 
back  from  the  Kedei  with  some  child's  story  that 
Chong  Swee  has  refused  to  give  him  any,  because 
the  tuan  besar  has  forbidden  it.  Tuan  besar  or  no 
tuan  besar  he  would  have  given  me  beer.  This 
is  some  devilry  of  yours  to  stop  me  getting  what  I 
want." 

"  The  tuan's  thoughts  are  true  thoughts,"  said  Sitia 
composedly.  "  In  order  that  the  tuan  doctor  may  be 
obeyed,  I  have  prevented  Chong  Swee  from  sending 
the  beer." 

"  You  witch  and  daughter  of  a  devil,"  gasped 
McQueen.  He  had  been  bored  to  death,  his  desires  were 
thwarted,  and  the  craving  for  something  stronger  than 
lime-squash  to  drink  was  growing  unbearable.  His 
face  grew  dark  with  anger  and  he  sat  up,  throwing 
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his  legs  over  the  side  of  the  bed.  But  the  sudden 
movement  hurt  him  and  he  winced. 

"  It  would  be  better  to  lie  down  again,  tuan,". said 
Sitia,  watching  him  closely.  "  What  will  the  tuan 
Gerald  say  when  he  examines  you  ?  " 

"  Damn  the  tuan  Gerald  and  you  too.  By  Allah,  if 

I  were  up  I  would — I  would "  and  he  stopped, 

breathing  heavily. 

"  What  would  the  tuan  do  ?  "  asked  Sitia,  stepping 
forward.  She  was  wearing  the  sarong  only,  twisted 
under  her  armpits.  She  tore  it  down  with  a  passionate 
movement  to  her  waist  and  exposed  a  bruise  upon 
her  side.  "  The  tuan  has  been  pleased  to  inflict  this 
punishment  upon  me  already,  because  I  obeyed  the 
tuan  doctor's  orders.  Do  you  desire  also  to  beat  me 
with  a  rotan  ?  The  exertion  would  harm  the  tuan  at 
present." 

Even  in  the  midst  of  his  anger  McQueen  was  taken 
aback  by  the  sight  of  the  bruise.  "  Did  I  do  that  when 
I  pushed  you  away  ?  "  he  asked. 

"  The  tuan  was  angry.  He  did  not  push  me  away. 
He  struck  me  away  from  him.  Yet  why  should  I 
complain  ?  I  am  your  nurse  until  you  get  well.  I 
have  watched  by  you,  washed  you,  tended  you  as  if 
you  were  a  babe,  and  this — this  must  be  the  madness 
of  illness.  I  do  not  think  you  would  strike  me,  tuan, 
if  you  were  not  brain-sick." 

McQueen  lay  down  again  on  the  bed  and  rolled  his 
head  over  wearily  on  the  pillows.  His  helpless  anger 
and  weakness  had  made  the  tears  come  into  his  eyes, 
and  this  was  so  extraordinary  that  he  wondered 
vaguely  if  he  were  dying.  Not  that  he  minded — it 
would  be  better  than  to  drop  into  second  childhood 
like  this. 
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"  Don't.  Don't  talk  to  me  in  that  infernally  cold 
way,  Sitia.  I  did  not  mean  to  strike  you.  Only  to 
push  you  away  when  I  was  angry.  And  I'm  nearly 
mad  now  with  nothing  to  do,  nothing  to  drink,  every 
one  thwarting  my  wishes,  and  now  I've  hurt  my 
side  again." 

Sitia  was  melted  in  a  moment  and  was  at  his  side, 
bending  over  him. 

"  I  said  it  was  the  fever,"  she  said.  "  See,  I  will  sit 
by  you  and  fan  you,  and  Mootoo  shall  prepare  the 
tiffin.  That  is  better,  is  it  not  ?  "  as  she  rearranged 
his  pillows. 

For  a  moment  McQueen's  better  nature  looked 
through  his  eyes  and  overcame  his  fretting.  "  I 
know  it  is  all  your  care  for  me,"  he  said,  as  he  lifted 
up  his  head  and  kissed  her.  "  We  will  have  our  happy 
times  again  when  I  am  well.  Yes  ?  " 

"  Yes,"  said  Sitia,  smoothing  the  hair  back  from  his 
hot  brow  and  kissing  it.  "  And  now  I  will  give  orders 
to  Mootoo  and  then  come  back  and  talk  with  you," 
and  she  left  the  room. 

That  afternoon  Sitia  was  seated  in  a  corner  of  the 
room,  making  a  singlet  for  McQueen,  who  had  fallen 
asleep.  The  breeze  swept  in  from  the  river  and 
the  room  was  comfortably  cool.  Mootoosamy 
appeared  at  the  door,  but  paused  as  Sitia  put  her 
finger  to  her  lips  and  then  pointed  to  McQueen.  She 
rose  and  went  out  to  the  boy. 

"  Your  father  is  below,"  said  he. 

Sitia  went  down  quickly  and  found  Ahmat  seated 
in  the  shade  on  the  cement  pathway  with  a  basket 
beside  him.  "  What  news,  my  father  ?  "  asked  Sitia. 

"  The  news  is  good,  my  daughter,"  said  Ahmat 
gravely.  "  I  have  not  come  on  foot,  but  have  left 
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my  rickshaw  in  the  road  for  fear  of  disturbing  the 
tuan.  What  of  him  ?  Are  his  wounds  healing  ?  " 

"  He  is  better,  but  he  is  eaten  up  with  impatience 
at  having  to  lie  in  bed  like  a  helpless  child.  Will  you 
not  come  into  my  room  ?  The  boy  shall  make  us 
some  coffee." 

Ahmat  walked  into  the  little  room  and  squatted 
down  on  the  mat.  He  looked  around  him,  taking  in 
the  different  articles  of  the  room. 

"  It  is  very  well,"  he  said,  as  Sitia  returned.  "  The 
tuan  has  given  you  many  pretty  things.  But  he  is 
very  impatient,  is  he  ?  And  some  of  that  impatience 
is  spent  upon  you."  And  he  looked  at  her  closely. 

Sitia  looked  uneasy.  "  Can  he  help  it  ?  "  she 
asked.  "  Is  not  any  strong  man,  laid  low  by  sickness, 
but  a  child  ?  And  as  a  child  he  gets  fractious  and 
scolds  his  nurse.  To-day  it  was  because  I  would  not 
get  him  any  beer  or  allow  Chong  Swee  to  give  it  to  the 
boy  for  him.  He  wanted  strong  drink  very  badly, 
but  the  tuan  doctor  will  not  allow  it." 

"  All  these  infidels  are  the  same,"  said  Ahmat, 
spitting  to  show  his  disgust.  "  They  wallow  in  their 
drink  like  swine,  and  when  they  cannot  get  it  they 
are  brought  very  low.  Che  Thia,  Allah  showed  you 
his  will  very  plainly  at  the  pool  that  night.  You  have 
defied  him  and  he  will  have  vengeance.  This  illness 
caused  by  the  tiger  is  but  his  first  warning." 

"  It  matters  not  how  many  warnings  he  may  send  ; 
I  have  chosen  and  I  will  abide  by  my  choice  till  the 
final  doom  falls.  But  cannot  you  give  him  a  medicine 
and  a  charm  to  allay  the  fever  of  his  mind  ?  " 

"  I  have  brought  medicines  of  different  sorts,"  said 
Ahmat.  "  Here  is  one  to  quieten  the  troubled  mind," 
and  he  fished  a  bottle  out  of  his  basket.  "  It  has  been 
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made  to  the  accompaniment  of  the  right  spells.  When 
you  give  it  to  him,  let  him  take  half  in  the  name  of 
Allah,  and  half,  three  hours  later,  in  the  name  of  Nebi 
Sliernan." 

"  Good,"  said  Sitia,  taking  the  bottle.  Ahmat 
finished  his  coffee  and  lit  a  cigarette. 

"  I  saw  the  tuan  Darby  last  night,"  he  said  thought- 
fully. He  looked  at  Sitia  closely,  but  could  detect 
no  sign  of  unusual  interest.  "  He  enquired  after 
the  tuan  McQueen  and  after  you,  especially  you.  Che 
Thia,  it  is  in  my  mind  that  when  trouble  falls  upon 
you,  it  would  be  well  to  seek  help — and  comfort  from 
the  tuan  Darby." 

"  And  why  ?  "  asked  Sitia,  glancing  at  her  father. 

"  Because  if  he  is  not  in  love  with  you  now  (and  I 
am  sure  he  is),  it  would  take  but  a  little  on  your  part 
to  make  him  so." 

"  And  am  I  a  girl,  think  you,  who,  having  lost  my 
love,  would  seek  consolation  in  a  new  one  ?  "  asked 
Sitia  haughtily. 

"  You  are  young.  You  are  young,"  said  Ahmat 
uneasily.  "  One  never  knows  to  what  one  may  turn 
in  the  day  of  trouble." 

"I,  in  my  trouble,  would  rather  bury  my  distress 
deep  in  my  heart,  even  should  it  eat  away  my  heart, 
than  have  another  to  pat  and  console  it  as  if  my  grief 
were  a  wailing  baby  to  be  hushed." 

"  The  reed  bends  before  the  wind  and  lives,"  said 
Ahmat. 

"  And  the  tree,"  said  Sitia  proudly,  "  resists  to  the 
uttermost,  breaks  and  dies.  I  am  the  tree." 

Ahmat  sighed  and  rose.  "  Advice  is  thrown  away 
upon  you,  Che  Thia.  You  must  follow  your  trail  to 
its  end.  For  you  there  is  no  turning  aside.  Farewell." 
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"  Nay,  I  will  go  with  you  to  the  rickshaw,"  said 
Sitia,  following  him  out  into  the  blazing  sunshine. 
"  Give  these  cents  to  the  little  ones  to  buy  sweets 
with." 

Having  seen  her  father  off,  she  returned,  and 
fetching  his  charmed  medicine,  went  up  to  McQueen's 
room  to  see  if  he  were  awake.  He  turned  on  the  bed 
as  she  entered. 

"  Hallo,  Sitia.  Slept  some  of  the  rotten  time  away, 
thank  God.  I  wish  I  could  remain  asleep  till  I  can  get 
up.  What  have  you  there  ?  " 

"  My  father  has  been  to  see  me,  tuan,  and  to  ask 
after  your  health.  He  has  given  me  this  medicine  for 
you,  that  he  has  made  himself  and  has  uttered  over  it 
powerful  spells " 

"  I  don't  want  any  of  your  Malay  medicines.  Evil 
drugs  the  best  of  them.  And  when  are  you  going  to 
learn  the  Orang  Putehs'  ways  and  give  up  believing 
in  your  rubbishy  spells,  Sitia  ?  " 

"  Never,  tuan.  The  white  to  the  white  and  the 
brown  to  the  brown.  Even  if  you  do  not  believe  in  the 
power  of  our  incantations,  see  if  the  medicine  will  not 
do  you  good.  It  is  to  calm  the  fretting  impatience 
of  your  mind  that  makes  you  at  times  harsh  even  to 
Sitia."  And  she  sat  down  beside  him  and  placed  her 
hand  on  his  arm,  smiling. 

"  Humph,  two  for  you  and  one  for  me,"  muttered 
McQueen.  "  How  do  I  know  this  is  not  an  '  obat ' 
that  will  weaken  my  will,  so  that  it  becomes  sub- 
missive to  yours  ?  " 

"  How  do  you  know  ?  "  she  asked,  hurt.  She  bent 
to  look  him  closely  in  the  face.  "  If  I  had  been  that 
sort  of  witch,  could  not  I  have  put  a  powerful  obat  in 
your  drink  long  ago,  without  your  knowing  it  ?  Does 
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the  tuan  think  that  I,  Che  Thia,  desire  that  kind  of 
love  ?  " 

"  No,  no,"  said  McQueen  hastily  ;  "  but  what  will 
the  tuan  doctor  say  to  my  taking  any  one  else's  medi- 
cines ?  " 

"  He  need  not  know,"  said  Sitia.  "  If  this  medicine 
does  you  no  good,  at  least  it  will  do  you  no  harm.  My 
father  would  not  give  me  anything  that  would  do  my 
tuan  an  injury." 

"  Oh,  anything  for  a  quiet  life,"  said  McQueen,  who 
was  secretly  anxious  to  try  the  medicine  though  he 
would  not  have  admitted  it  for  worlds.  "  Give  it  me, 
and  let's  get  it  over." 

Sitia  smiled  at  him,  and  fetching  the  bottle,  poured 
half  into  a  glass. 

"  In  the  name  of  Allah,  drink  this  medicine,  tuan," 
she  said,  handing  him  the  glass. 

McQueen  stared  at  her  and  then  gulped  it  down. 

"  In  the  name  of  all  the  devils  in  hell,"  he  muttered 
in  English  and  then  in  Malay,  "  but  why  only  half  ? 
Have  I  to  take  more  of  that  ditch-water  ?  " 

"  In  three  hours,  tuan.  Now  lie  still  and  I  will  tell 
you  stories  of  the  old  days  in  Achin." 

As  the  time  wore  on,  McQueen  became  noticeably 
Jess  fretful,  and  after  he  had  taken  his  second  dose, 
was  in  a  quiet  and  contented  state  of  mind,  and  Sitia 
lay  down  to  sleep  that  night  thinking  how  great  was 
the  power  of  her  father. 


CHAPTER  XIII 
ENTER  SAPPIRA 

A  OUT  five  months  after  the  tiger-hunl,  Darby 
walked  into  the  estate  office  at  about  eleven 
o'clock  in  the  morning.  He  had  finished 
inspecting  a  field  near  by,  and  looked  in  to  see  if 
Popham  were  inside.  He  found  him  sitting  at  his 
desk,  writing  letters,  in  a  very  bad  temper  as  he  had 
had  a  late  night  at  the  club,  and  the  amount  of  whiskey 
he  had  drunk  had  had  a  bad  effect  on  his  liver. 

"  Good  morning,"  said  Darby. 

"  Morning,"  grunted  Popham.  "  Look  here,  I  sent 
in  Sinnaiah  this  morning  with  the  cart  to  the  agents 
at  six  o'clock,  to  fetch  a  tong,  and  he's  not  back 
yet." 

A  tong  is  a  great  oval-shaped  earthenware  tub, 
holding  fifty  gallons  of  latex. 

"  Yes  ?  "  said  Darby.  "  I  wonder  what  sort  of 
excuse  he'll  make  up." 

"  Excuse  !  Damn  his  excuses.  I'll  cut  him  a  dollar. 
I'll  sack  him.  He's  got  far  too  soft  a  job  as  it  is.  Far 
too  soft." 

"  What  more  would  you  like  him  to  do  ?  "  asked 
Darby,  who  knew  the  man  had  quite  enough  work. 

"  Well,  if  you  can't  find  him  anything  I — well,  I 
can.  I'll  prevent  his  squatting  round  in  the  sun  all 
day,  while  his  bullocks  are  eating  their  heads  off !  " 

Just  then  the  telephone  bell  rang  and  Popham 
made  a  plunge  at  it,  knocking  over  his  chair  as  he  oUd  so. 

'54 
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"  Hallo  !  "  he  roared  into  the  'phone.  "  Hallo  ! 
Who's  there  ?  What  ?  " 

"  This  is  Furniss  and  Brett's  clerk  speaking." 

Darby,  leaning  up  against  the  wall  near  by,  could 
plainly  hear  the  answering  voice  of  a  Tamil  clerk  in 
a  thin  far-away  tone. 

"  Well  ?  "  thundered  Popham,  under  the  impres- 
sion some  people  have  that  the  person  at  the  other 
end  could  hear  better  if  he  shouted. 

"  Ah,  your  cart  has  arrived  here,  sah,"  went  on  the 
clerk. 

"  And  about  time  it  did.    Well  ?  " 

"  It  has  arrived  here,  sah,  for  one  fifty-gallon  tong, 
sah  !  " 

"  I  know  that ;  what  about  it  ?  " 

"  Ah.    Shall  I  place  the  tong  upon  the  cart,  sah  ?  '' 

"  No,  you  damned  fool,  hang  it  on  your  bloody  watch- 
chain,"  yelled  the  exasperated  Popham,  slamming  back 
the  receiver  with  such  force  that  he  almost  broke  it. 

"  Well,  upon  my  soul ! "  he  gasped,  picking  up  his 
chair  and  throwing  himself  into  it,  "  if  that  doesn't 
take  the  cake  for  sheer  idiocy.  '  Shall  I  place  the  tong 
upon  the  cart,  sah  ?  '  What  in  hell  are  you  laughing 
at,  Darby,  eh  ?  What  ?  " 

"  It's  enough  to  make  a  cat  laugh,"  said  Darby 
weakly.  "  What's  the  betting  he  doesn't  try  to  fasten 
that  tong  to  his  watch-chain  because  you  told  him  to  ?  " 

"  I  hope  he  does  and  then  hops  into  the  river  with 
it,"  said  Popham.  "  Look  here,  there's  a  practice  for 
'  The  Jolly  Jackdaws '  at  my  bungalow  to-night. 
Come  round  at  five.  What  ?  " 

"  All  right,"  said  Darby.    "  Is  McQueen  coming  ?  " 

"  Yes,  damn  him.  Insufferably  insolent  young  cub 
he  is .  Gives  himsel  f  enough  airs  for  a  general  manager. ' ' 
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"  His  voice  is  ripping,"  said  Darby.  "  He'd  better 
stick  to  classical  songs  in  '  The  Jolly  Jackdaws ' 
though.  He  wouldn't  shine  at  anything  comic.  His 
nature  is  not  sweet  enough." 

"  Not  sweet  enough,  eh  ?  No,  I  should  damned  well 
think  not.  Sour  as  a  crab-apple,  what  ?  But  I  don't 
know.  I  know  what  this  audience  wants.  Some- 
thing to  amuse  them.  Not  something  about  '  Out 
on  the  ruddy  deep,'  or  '  Where  is  my  blithering  boy 
to-night  ?  '  Won't  do,  you  know.  Won't  do." 

"  This  is  the  last  rehearsal,  isn't  it  ?  " 

"  Yes,  performance  Saturday  night.  It'll  be  rather 
good,  don't  you  think  ?  What  ?  " 

"  Yes,  I  think  so.  I  must  get  up  to  the  latex  shed. 
I  want  to  see  Morsaic  about  a  new  tapper,"  and 
Darby  walked  out  of  the  office. 

"  The  Jolly  Jackdaws  "  was  the  name  that  the 
company  of  four  men  and  four  women  had  chosen 
for  themselves.  They  proposed  to  give  a  musical 
entertainment  in  aid  of  something  or  other ;  what, 
it  did  not  matter  in  the  least  so  long  as  it  furnished 
an  excuse  for  the  show.  Darby  was  not  taking- part 
in  it,  but  as  they  often  met  to  rehearse  in  Popham's 
bungalow,  he  used  to  go  over  to  give  any  help  he  could. 

He  went  up  to  Morsaic,  the  Javanese  head-mandor, 
and  asked  him  a  question  or  two  concerning  the  work 
of  a  new  tapping  coolie.  As  he  was  talking  to  the  man, 
a  sudden  commotion  was  raised  outside,  and  Darby 
heard  a  clear  female  voice  say  "  bunoh-lah  "  (kill 
him). 

Darby  ran  out  of  the  shed  and  saw,  inside  a  little 
ring  of  coolies,  two  furious  men  slashing  at  each  other 
with  their  tapping  knives.  Luckily  the  knives  used 
were  farriers'  knives,  and  they  were  not  likely  to  do 
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each  other  any  very  serious  injury.  Outside  the  ring, 
and  standing  on  a  box,  was  a  girl,  urging  one  of  the 
combatants  on  to  further  efforts,  and  laughing  and 
clapping  her  hands  with  delight  at  their  struggles. 
She  was  tall  for  a  Javanese,  and  had  a  beautiful  slender 
figure  which  swayed  like  a  reed  in  the  wind  as  she  bent 
this  way  and  that  to  watch  the  fight.  Her  face  was 
very  pretty,  but  it  was  of  an  evil,  sensual  beauty  and 
the  mouth  was  cruel. 

Darby  ran  in  and  with  a  couple  of  blows  sent  the 
two  fighters  staggering  apart. 

"  What  the  devil  does  this  mean  ?  "  he  demanded. 
"  Morsaic  !  Take  the  knife  away  from  Thronojoyo. 
Tharmity,  lay  hold  of  Kario.  Now  explain." 

But  the  men,  having  got  their  breath,  began  now 
to  explain  both  together  and  at  the  top  of  their  voices. 

"  Silence  !  "  shouted  Darby.  "  Now,  Kario,  tell  me 
your  story." 

"  It  is  this,  tuan,"  said  Kario.  "  This  woman 
Sappira,"  and  he  pointed  to  the  girl  on  the  box,  who 
was  still  taking  a  lively  interest  in  the  proceedings, 
"  has  lived  with  me  these  seven  days.  She  will  not 
become  my  wife,  saying  she  wishes  to  remain  free  to 
go,  if  she  should  wish  to.  Last  evening  in  the  dusk 
I  was  returning  to  the  house,  when  I  saw  a  man  glide 
away  from  it.  Of  what  use,  tuan,  to  pursue  ?  The 
man  was  gone.  I  ran  swiftly  to  the  open  door  and 
inside  was  Sappira,  lying  on  the  mat,  and  though  her 
eyes  were  shut,  her  bosom  was  heaving  too  quickly 
for  one  calmly  asleep.  I  made  to  flog  her  as  her  fault 
demanded,  but  she  wound  her  arms  round  me  and, 
pinning  my  arms  to  my  side,  she  gazed  into  my  face, 
her  eyes  close  to  mine,  until  I  was  bewitched  and 
helpless." 
F 


158  THE  MAGICIAN'S  DAUGHTER 

Kario  stopped  and  nearly  choked  as  he  thought  of 
his  wrongs,  and  then  went  on. 

"  Just  now  as  I  came  round  the  go-down,  bearing 
my  milk  and  hers,  I  heard  her  laugh  and  tell  that 
thief  how  she  had  fooled  me.  Then  I  put  down  my 
milk  and  rushed  upon  him  and  she  cheered  him  on 
to  the  fight." 

Kario  stopped  and  looked  up  at  the  mocking  face 
of  the  girl  with  such  an  expression  of  hatred,  that 
Darby  mentally  made  a  note  of  it. 

"  And  is  this  true  ?  "  he  asked,  turning  to  Throno- 
joyo. 

Thronojoyo,  catching  an  approving  look  from  Sap- 
pira,  smiled  insolently.  "  Why  not,  tuan  ?  "  he  asked. 

"  You  insolent  hound,"  said  Darby,  catching  him 
under  the  jaw  with  his  fist,  so  that  he  went  sprawling. 
"  I'll  show  you  why  not,"  and  he  thrashed  the  man 
well  with  the  cane  he  held  in  his  hand. 

"  Now,"  he  said  when  he  had  finished,  "  come  here, 
you  harlot." 

Sappira  came  forward,  manifestly  afraid  by  now. 
"  You  have  worked  here  a  month.  The  first  week  you 
lived  in  the  kamar-bujong  "  (the  unmarried  women's 
quarters),  "  then  you  went  to  live  with  Thrais.  You 
have  lived  a  week  with  this  man.  You  had  better  go, 
and  go  now.  I  cannot  provide  you  with  all  the  hus- 
bands you  require." 

Sappira  glanced  apprehensively  at  the  rotan  in 
Darby's  hand.  She  thought  he  looked  angry  enough 
to  use  it  upon  her,  if  she  were  not  careful  how  she 
chose  her  words. 

"  I  do  not  desire  many  husbands,  tuan,"  she  said. 
"It  is  well  to  test  a  man  first  before  I  bind  myself," 
and  she  laughed  a  little  and  then  went  on  :  "  But  if 
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I  found  a  man  whom  I  could  love,  I  would  be  his  and 
no  other's,  even  if  he  were  of  a  different  race  and 
faith,"  and  she  cast  such  a  meaning  glance  at  Darby 
that  he  could  not  but  see  its  import. 

Now  Darby  had  never  liked  the  girl,  and  her  con- 
duct this  day  had  given  him  still  further  reason  for 
disgust.  A  month  back  she  had  come  to  the  office  to 
apply  for  work,  and  then,  struck  by  her  beauty,  he 
had  felt  much  inclined  to  ask  her  to  live  with  him. 
The  loneliness  of  his  bungalow  had  become  harder 
to  bear  of  late,  since  it  was  filled  with  regrets  for  Sitia. 
If  he  could  have  a  living  companion  he  would  not  be 
so  continually  haunted,  he  thought,  by  his  longing  for 
the  companion  he  had  missed. 

But  the  first  steady  glance  at  the  pretty  face  had 
checked  him.  The  girl  laid  herself  out  to  be  as  modest 
and  attractive  as  possible,  but  no  feigned  shyness 
could  hide  the  brazenness  of  the  eyes,  no  softened 
voice  could  erase  the  hard,  cruel  lines  of  the  mouth. 

After  about  a  quarter  of  an  hour's  questioning  and 
talk,  he  had  given  her  work  abruptly  and  dismissed 
her.  Since  then  he  had  observed  her  conduct  with 
growing  displeasure,  and  had  almost  come  to  the  de- 
cision that  he  must  discharge  her,  to  prevent  fighting 
on  her  account  among  the  men.  Now  the  dispute 
between  Thronojoyo  and  Kario  had  brought  things  to 
a  head. 

"  A  man  whom  you  could  love  ?  "  repeated  Darby. 
"  What  do  you  and  such  as  you  know  of  love  ?  Even 
the  tigress  is  true  to  her  mate,  when  he  has  won  her, 

but  you "  and  he  spat  on  the  ground,  native 

fashion. 

Sappira  saw  there  was  no  chance  of  being  taken  by 
Darby,  and  as  she  felt  thoroughly  humiliated  by  his  last 
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words,  she  tried  to  sting  him  with  a  poison  shaft  of 
her  own. 

"  Then  the  tuan  has  no  eyes  for  my  poor  beauty  ?  " 
she  said,  with  as  much  meekness  as  she  could  throw 
into  her  voice,  and  yet  the  whole  bearing  of  the 
woman  had  an  indefinable  insolence.  "  True  my 
beauty  is  small,  and  not  to  be  compared  with — well, 
say  to  the  beauty  of  Che  Thia,  who  once  worked  here  ; 
but  then  report  says  the  tuan  had  no  eyes  even  for 
her,"  and  she  glanced  up  at  him  under  the  heavy  eye- 
lashes, while  a  mocking  smile  played  around  her  lips. 

"  Go  to  the  office,"  ordered  Darby,  restraining 
himself  with  a  great  effort.  The  reference  to  Sitia  had 
startled  as  well  as  angered  him.  Did  the  coolies  read 
his  feelings  in  his  face  or  was  this  devil  of  a  girl  a 
thought-reader  ? 

Sappira  turned  to  go,  when  a  European's  voice 
speaking  made  her  stop  and  look  round. 

"  That's  the  second  pretty  girl  who's  offered  herself 
to  you  that  you've  turned  off  the  place.  Training  for 
a  Buddhist  ascetic,  Darby  ?  " 

Darby  wheeled  round  and  saw  McQueen  leaning 
up  against  the  latex  shed  door.  He  had  come  up  to  the 
office  to  see  Popham  on  estate  business,  and  the  two 
had  strolled  up  to  the  latex  shed.  While  Popham  had 
been  talking  to  the  mandor  in  charge,  McQueen,  spy- 
ing Sappira  through  the  open  door,  had  come  and 
leant  against  the  doorpost,  taking  in  all  the  latter  part 
of  the  late  scene  with  much  amusement.  It  seemed 
to  him  to  be  .1  good  chance  of  annoying  Darby.  The 
two  men  had  never  got  on  well  together,  and  since 
Sitia  had  come  to  him,  McQueen  had  always  felt 
bitterly  jealous  of  the  fact  that  she  had  had  so  much 
to  do  with  Darby  before  he  himself  had  ever  seen  her. 
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"  I  don't  see  that  it's  any  concern  of  yours,"  said 
Darby.  "  Sappira,  don't  wait  here.  Go  to  the  office." 

"  And  then  come  to  me  when  you're  paid  off.  I'll 
give  you  work,"  said  McQueen,  smiling  at  her. 

Darby  swore  under  his  breath,  out  waited  til] 
Sappira  had  moved  off  before  he  turned  to  McQueen. 

"  I  discharge  that  girl  for  misbehaviour  before  all 
the  coolies,  and  before  all  the  coolies  you  offer  to  take 
her  on.  That  is  just  the  sort  of  thing  you  would  do, 
McQueen.  You  are  a  rotten  bounder.  Don't  you 
think  so  yourself  even  ?  " 

McQueen  came  away  from  the  doorpost  and  walked 
over  to  Darby.  "  Look  here,  you  blighter,  call  me  a 
rotten  bounder  again  and  I'll  knock  your  head  off." 

"  Yes  ?  "  queried  Darby.  "  You  wouldn't  mind 
a  scrap,  the  coolies  seeing  two  tuans  settle  their 
differences  with  their  fists,  would  you  ?  If  you  like 
to  come  behind  my  bungalow  with  me  when  I've 
finished  here,  you  can  see  whether  you're  able  to 
carry  out  that  threat  of  knocking  my  head  off." 

"  What's  that  ?  "  asked  Popham,  appearing  on 
the  scene.  "  Knock  your  head  off,  eh  ?  McQueen  ? 
You  two  quarrelling  ?  What  ?  Look  here,  McQueen, 
I  don't  want  you  coming  over  to  my  estate  with  your 
bargee  threats.  If  you  can't  be  peaceable  and  keep 
a  civil  tongue  in  your  head,  I'll  report  you  to  Douglas, 
and  ask  him  as  a  favour  not  to  send  you  here  on 
business  again." 

McQueen  had  no  desire  for  this  to  happen.  He 
said  to  Popham  with  a  smile  :  "  Well,  you  must  teach 
your  assistant  not  to  lose  his  temper  and  use  naughty 
words,  or  I  shall  have  to  smack  him.  I  really  shall, 
Popham,  Douglas  or  no  Douglas." 

"  Kario  and  Thronojoyo  have  been  fighting  about 
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that  woman  Sappira  I  told  you  about,"  said  Darby, 
turning  to  Popham.  "  The  only  way  out  was  to  dis- 
charge her  on  the  spot.  She  had  the  impudence  to 
offer  herself  to  me.  And  yet  McQueen  tells  her  before 
all  the  coolies  to  come  to  him  as  soon  as  I  have  paid 
her  off.  I  don't  believe  there's  another  white  man 
round  here  who  would  have  done  such  a  thing." 

"  Nor  do  I.  Disgraceful.  Disgraceful.  Where's  the 
girl,  eh  ?  " 

"  Waiting  at  the  office  to  be  paid  off,"  said  Darby. 

"  Yes,  where's  the  girl,  eh  ?  "  repeated  McQueen, 
laughing.  "  Take  a  good  look  at  her,  Pop,  and  if  she's 
pretty  enough,  don't  let  Darby  sack  her  just  yet," 
and  he  walked  off  to  the  office  to  get  his  bicycle. 

The  others  followed  more  slowly,  and  were  in  time 
to  see  him  bend  over  and  say  something  to  Sappira,  and 
to  see  the  girl  look  up  and  smile  and  answer  in  reply. 

"  Infernal  young  villain  !  "  snorted  Popham  indig- 
nantly. "  Did  you  see  that,  eh  ?  But  I'll  put  a  spoke 
in  his  wheel.  I'll  ask  Douglas  as  a  personal  favour 
not  to  let  her  work  for  McQueen,  what  ?  " 

Darby  grunted.  He  could  see  that  McQueen  was 
attracted  by  Sappira  and  he  feared  for  Sitia,  but  he 
kept  his  own  counsel. 

"  She  is  a  stunning  girl  to  look  at  though,  what  ?  " 
said  Popham,  as  they  got  to  the  office  and  saw  Sappira 
standing  by  the  door.  "  You've  been  a  very  bad  girl, 
the.  tuan  Darby  says.  Turning  the  heads  of  all  the 
men,  eh  ?  " 

He  began  his  speech,  meaning  to  be  stern,  but  trailed 
off  weakly  as  he  looked  at  her.  Sappira  felt  his 
admiration. 

"Is  it  my  fault,  tuan,  if  the  men  fight  over  me  ? 
Allah  formed  my  face  and  figure,  not  I." 
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"  And  Shaitan  gave  you  your  evil  tongue,  which 
is  as  forked  as  a  snake's,"  growled  Darby.  "  One  man 
has  left  the  estate  on  your  account,  driven  away  by 
his  rival,  to-day  there  was  a  fight  on  account  of  your 
infidelity,  and  I  heard  you  urging  one  to  kill  the  other. 
The  watchmen  will  take  you  hence  as  far  as  the  town. 
For  your  own  sake,  beware  of  returning.  Do  not  think 
that  you  will  work  for  the  tuan  McQueen.  Tuan 
Popham  will  ask  his  tuan  besar,  Tuan  Douglas,  to 
prevent  that." 

"  I  have  no  desire  to  work  for  the  tuan  McQueen," 
said  the  girl  softly.  There  was  just  the  slightest  stress 
on  the  word  "  work,"  and  Darby  caught  it.  He 
looked  at  her  hard  for  a  moment,  but  she  only  looked 
down  in  affected  shyness,  scratching  the  ground  the 
while  with  her  big  toe. 

"  Think  you  can  give  her  another  chance,  Darby, 
what  ?  "  asked  Popham,  very  much  smitten,  and 
weakening  as  usual. 

"  Absolutely  impossible,"  said  Darby  firmly.  "  If 
I  did,  there  would  soon  be  murder  done,  and  apart 
from  that,  how  could  I  go  back  on  my  word  ?  Make 
out  the  woman's  pay,"  he  went  on  to  the  clerk. 

So  Sappira  had  her  wages  paid  her  and  was  handed 
over  to  the  care  of  a  tall  Pathan  watchman,  who  was 
to  see  her  safely  off  the  premises.  As  she  went  she 
looked  over  her  shoulder  at  Darby,  who  was  standing 
by.  "  Has  the  tuan  any  message  for  Che  Thia  ?  "  she 
asked  mockingly,  with  a  lift  of  her  eyebrows. 

"  Stop,"  ordered  Darby ;  "  and  you,  watchman,  go 
on  ahead  a  little.  No,  Sappira,"  he  went  on,  catching 
her  arm  in  such  a  grip  that  she  cried  out  in  pain. 
"  No,  you  need  give  no  message  to  Che  Thia.  I, 
myself,  will  give  a  message  for  her  to  Ahmat  the 
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Pawang,  her  father.  And  the  message  shall  be  about 
you.  Have  you  heard  how  Gnadio,  Che  Thia's  hus- 
band, died  ?  "  and  again  he  gripped  her  arm  so  that 
she  cried  out  a  second  time,  more  from  fear  than  pain. 
"  You  can  no  more  draw  your  arm  away  from  my 
hand  than  you  can  fly,"  went  on  Darby,  "  and  no  more 
can  you  escape  the  fate  of  Gnadio,  if  you  do  Che  Thia 
any  wrong.  I  go  to  warn  her  father  to-night  about 
you." 

He  let  her  go  and  watched  her  walk  away  thoroughly 
cowed.  Then  he  turned  and  went  slowly  towards  his 
bungalow.  On  his  way  he  saw  Taylor  through  the 
open  doors  of  the  factory,  weighing  up  rubber  for 
shipment,  and  he  went  in  and  sat  down  on  one  of  the 
cases.  After  two  or  three  minutes'  silence,  Taylor 
wrote  down  the  last  weight  and  turned  to  him. 

"  Affairs  of  state  weighing  on  your  mind,  Darby  ?  " 
he  asked. 

"  That  beggar  McQueen  has  been  here  and  has 
outraged  planters'  etiquette  more  than  I  thought 
possible  even  for  him.  What  do  you  think  of  his 
offering  a  coolie  work  before  all  my  coolies,  just  as  I 
had  discharged  her  from  the  estate." 

"  Pretty  bad,"  said  Taylor.  "  Give  us  the  horrible 
details." 

Darby  told  him  everything  and  Taylor  seemed  much 
impressed.  "  If  I'm  not  much  mistaken,"  he  said, 
"  this  is  the  cloud  the  size  of  a  man's  hand  that  is  to 
spread  and  darken  the  whole  sky  of  Sitia's  love  affair. 
That  girl  Sappira  is  a  thorough  bad  lot,  and  the 
triumph  of  enticing  McQueen  away  from  Sitia  would 
be  enough  in  itself  to  start  her  trying.  McQueen  must 
be  well  past  the  first  enthralment  of  love  by  now  and 
wanting  something  new." 
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"  Yes,"  said  Darby,  "  and  that  girl  Sappira  is  just 
the  sort  of  '  something  new  '  to  attract  him.  Some- 
thing in  absolute  contrast  to  Sitia,  now  he's  been  with 
her  so  long.  As  bold  and  brazen  as  Sitia  is  reserved 
and  dignified." 

"  Well,  I  don't  see  anything  you  can  do,  except  tell 
her  father  to  warn  her.  I  hope  he  won't  kill  Sappira 
with  a  cobra  as  he  did  Gnadio." 

"  I  shouldn't  mind  in  the  least  if  he  did,"  said 
Darby.  "  Not  that  I'm  feeling  murderous,  but  I 
mean,  I  think  no  harm,  but  good,  would  be  done  if 
Sappira's  life  were  closed  now.  I  think  the  world  was 
decidedly  the  better  off  for  Gnadio 's  death." 

"  Perhaps,"  said  Taylor ;  "  but  you  can't  have 
murder  becoming  a  habit  on  the  estates.  Just  impress 
upon  that  old  ruffian  Ahmat  that  there  must  be  no 
murder  done.  A  good  fright  accompanied  by  some 
of  his  '  Hey  presto,  Abracadabra '  stunt  ought  to 
settle  Sappira's  hash." 

"  Well,  I'll  see  to-night,"  said  Darby,  getting  up 
and  going  out. 


CHAPTER  XIV 

"A  WOMAN   SMILES" 

DARBY   was    over    at    Popham's    bungalow    a 
little    early   that    evening    and    sat    on    the 
verandah   with   his  stingah,   while    Popham, 
still  engaged  in  shaving,  shouted  an  occasional  remark 
from  his  dressing-room. 

"  See  any  one  coming  yet,  Darby  ?  "  he  enquired 
three  times  in  succession  until  Darby  complained  that 
he  was  tired  of  playing  Sister  Anne. 

There  was  silence  for  a  time  and  then — "  I  wrote 
to  Douglas  and  gave  him  a  full  account  of  McQueen's 
recruiting  methods.  Put  a  spoke  in  Mac's  wheel,  eh, 
what  ?  " 

"  I'm  glad  you  did  that,"  called  back  Darby. 
"  Douglas  ought  to  give  him  hell  for  it." 

Just  then  McQueen  turned  round  the  corner  of  the 
drive  in  a  dog-cart,  driving  Mrs.  Wharton,  the  wife 
of  the  engineer  on  Burana  estate,  and  one  of  the  joyful 
company  of  "  Jolly  Jackdaws." 

"  McQueen  driving  a  lady ! "  thought  Darby. 
"  What's  her  game,  making  that  beggar  bring  her  in  ?  " 

Mrs.  Wharton  was  met  and  welcomed  down  below 
by  Mrs.  Popham,  and  McQueen  was  sent  up  to  the 
verandah,  while  a  boy  was  despatched  to  get  him  a 
drink.  He  nodded  coolly  to  Darby  as  though  he  were 
quite  pleased  to  meet  him  there.  But  he  seated  him- 
self in  an  arm-chair  at  some  distance  and  gazed  out 
over  the  garden. 
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"  He's  arranged  something  with  Sappira,"  thought 
Darby.  "  I  must  slip  off  to  Ahmat  as  soon  as  the 
rest  of  them  are  here." 

Mrs.  Wharton  here  came  on  to  the  verandah  and 
sat  down  by  Darby.  "  Well,  Mr.  Darby,  and  how  are 
you  getting  on  ?  I  think  this  is  the  second  time  I've 
seen  you  in  six  months  and  you  only  live  ten  miles 
away.  Not  very  gallant  of  you,  is  it  ?  " 

All  the  ladies  in  the  district  were  married  women. 
Darby  was  anything  but  a  ladies'  man,  and  he  loathed 
Mrs.  Wharton  in  particular.  She  was  a  pretty  frothy 
little  woman,  who  loved  to  talk  scandal  and  make 
attempts  at  being  what  she  called  "  risquee." 

"  One  would  have  to  be  most  ungallant,"  said 
Darby,  "  not  to  think  that  a  twenty-mile  bicycle 
ride  would  be  well  repaid  by  a  visit  to  you." 

He  said  this  smoothly  and  as  evenly  as  possible ; 
but  Mrs.  Wharton,  glancing  at  him  from  the  corners 
of  her  eyes,  thought  she  could  detect  a  smile  of  the 
wrong  sort. 

"  A  pretty  speech,"  she  said,  "  but  entirely  spoilt 
by  the  sarcastic  bitterness  of  your  face.  You  should 
take  lessons  from  Mr.  McQueen.  He  paid  me  one  or 
two  compliments  quite  passably  on  the  way  here. 
That  beautiful  Malay  wife  of  his  I've  heard  of  must 
have  been  giving  him  lessons." 

Now  ladies  may  hear  all  that  is  going  on  in  the 
neighbourhood  from  their  amahs  or  female  native 
servants,  but  they  are  not  supposed  to  mention 
Europeans'  native  wives  in  public. 

McQueen  turned  and  stared  at  her.  "  Is  that  to 
make  me  self-conscious  ?  "  he  asked.  "  Do  you 
hope  to  see  the  flush  of  shame  mounting  to  my 
brow  ?  " 
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"  Certainly  not,  my  dear  bear.  I  never  hope  for 
impossibilities.  Ah,  here  come  the  Robinsons.  What 
a  charming  colour  she  has  !  So  variable  ;  which  is  so 
refreshing  to  see  in  this  climate." 

"  Now  after  that  public  dig  at  her  paint,  she'll 
weep  tears  of  joy  on  her  shoulder,  I  suppose,"  thought 
Darby,  "  Yes,  there  she  goes,  the  infernal  little  cat," 
as  Mrs.  Wharton  embraced  Mrs.  Robinson  affection- 
ately, and  called  her  "  my  dear  "  in  the  most  devoted 
manner. 

Mrs.  Robinson  was  a  large  woman  without  any 
colour  whatever,  except  for  a  rather  startling  outbreak 
of  rouge  on  both  cheeks.  She  was  good-looking,  rather 
stupid  and  good-natured,  making  an  excellent  butt 
for  Mrs.  Wharton. 

"  Thank  goodness  this  is  the  last  rehearsal,  my 
dear,"  she  said.  "  I  feel  so  nervous  about  to-morrow 
night.  I  hope  my  song  will  go  down  all  right.  But 
it  doesn't  seem  to  suit  me.  What  do  you  think,  Mr. 
Darby  ?  "  and  she  turned  a  pair  of  great  anxious  blue 
eyes  on  him. 

Now  in  the  song  which  she  was  to  sing,  Mrs.  Robinson 
described  herself  as  a  little  sprightly  fairy,  whereas  she 
more  resembled  a  very  handsome  placid  cow.  The 
song  had  attracted  her  at  first,  as  their  opposites  do 
attract  some  people,  and  the  notion  had  been  wickedly 
encouraged  by  Mrs.  Wharton.  Darby,  thinking  of 
something  else,  and  suddenly  appealed  to  thus,  was 
taken  aback. 

"  Suit  you  ?  "  he  stammered.  "  Oh  yes.  Fine. 
You've  only  got  to  do  a  pirouette  or  a  step-dance  or 
whatever  it  is,  you  know,  at  the  right  moment.  (Said 
the  wrong  thing  of  course),"  he  thought  to  himself 
as  Mrs.  Wharton  put  her  handkerchief  to  her  mouth 
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at  the  idea  of  Mrs.  Robinson  doing  a  pirouette,  while 
Mr.  McQueen  gave  a  short  bark  of  laughter. 

Darby,  glancing  at  Mrs.  Robinson,  saw  the  blush 
that  spread  over  the  unrouged  portions  of  her  face. 
He  was  angry  with  himself  for  having  caused  her 
embarrassment,  but  still  more  so  with  the  other  two, 
as  he  felt  Mrs.  Robinson  would  have  seen  nothing  but 
for  them.  He  rose,  and  standing  between  her  and  the 
others,  said  :  "I  am  afraid  I  am  very  ignorant  as 
regards  stage  tricks,  Mrs.  Robinson,  but  I  am  sure 
your  voice  and  the  way  you  sing  that  song  will  make 
it  go  down  well  with  the  audience,  independent  of  any 
stage  mannerisms.  Would  you  like  to  run  over  it 
now  while  waiting  for  the  others  ?  " 

Mrs.  Robinson  gratefully  agreed,  and  the  two  went 
inside  to  the  piano. 

"  WeU,  I  never,"  said  Mrs.  Wharton.  "  What's  the 
matter  with  the  man  ?  I  don't  think  I  ever  heard 
Mr.  Darby  pay  any  one  a  compliment  before." 

"  No,"  said  McQueen,  grinning  at  her.  "  It  was 
a  slap  at  both  of  us  for  our  rudeness." 

"  Our  rudeness  !  " 

But  argument  on  that  point  was  checked  by  the 
arrival  of  the  Wrights  and  Lennox,  who  made  up  the 
rest  of  the  company. 

"  Hello,  everybody,"  said  Popham,  bouncing  into 
the  verandah  like  the  clown  in  the  pantomime. 
"  Everybody  here,  eh  ?  Boy  !  Why  haven't  you  all 
got  drinks,  what  ?  Boy  !  Come  quickly.  We  can 
arrange  the  preliminaries  while  the  drinks  are  coming. 
Not  going,  Darby  ?  Nonsense,  have  another  stingah." 

"  Sorry,  but  I've  got  business  in  town.  Good 
evening,  Mrs.  Wright.  Sorry  to  hurry  away,  but  I 
shall  enjoy  it  all  the  more  to-morrow  night  at  the  club." 
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He  got  into  his  rickshaw,  all  his  thoughts  concen- 
trated on  his  coming  interview  with  Ahmat,  and  how 
the  wiles  of  Sappira  could  be  circumvented.  He 
stopped  first  at  the  club,  and  then  at  a  shop  to  buy 
some  sweets  for  the  children,  and  it  was  nearly  dark 
before  he  entered  Ahmat's  house. 

He  nearly  fell  over  little  Kasrie  grubbing  in  the  dirt 
outside  the  door.  "  Hey  !  Is  it  seemly  for  a  rajah's 
daughter  to  be  in  such  a  mess  when  her  lover  comes 
to  woo  her  ?  "  he  cried,  picking  her  up  and  swinging 
her  high  above  his  head. 

"  Let  me  down,  tuan,"  she  cried,  kicking  vigorously. 
"  I  have  no  lover  as  yet  and  truly  you  are  not  mine. 
Unless  you  have  brought  sweets,"  she  added  as  an 
afterthought. 

"  Ah,  all  you  women  are  alike,"  said  Darby,  setting 
her  down  on  the  top  step.  "  It's  what  the  man  brings 
that  you  value." 

"  Welcome,  tuan,"  said  Dheela,  coming  to  the  door. 
"  What  news  ?  " 

"  I  suppose  I  ought  to  say  the  news  is  good,  Dheela, 
but  I  can't  say  I  think  so,"  said  Darby.  "  And  if  you 
do  not  call  the  children  off  it  will  be  worse,  for  they  are 
pulling  me  to  pieces.  Wicked  ones,  the  sweets  are  in 
the  top  pockets  out  of  reach.  Wait,  I  say." 

"What  is  the  news,  tuan  ?  '  said  Dheela 
anxiously. 

"  Is  Ahmat  in  ?  "   asked  Darby. 

"  Not  yet,  but  I  expect  him  shortly." 

"  Then  wait  and  the  tale  need  be  told  once  only. 
Now,  children  !  In  the  two  top  pockets.  Seek  and 
ye  shall  find,"  and  he  squatted  on  the  mat  while  the 
children  swarmed  over  him. 

The  pockets  were  soon  emptied,  and  Dheela,  seeing 
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it  was  useless  trying  to  get  anything  out  of  him,  set 
to  work  to  make  him  some  coffee. 

Just  as  the  coffee  was  ready,  Ah  mat  came  into  the 
room  and  the  children,  who  stood  in  some  awe  of  their 
father,  immediately  hushed  their  clamour. 

"  Welcome,  tuan.    what  is  the  news  ?  " 

"  The  news  is  good,"  said  Darby  absently,  and  then 
remembering,  he  went  on  :  "  That  is  to  say,  the  news 
I  bring  is  not.  Send  the  little  children  into  the  next 
room  and  I  will  tell  you." 

"  Go  and  play  in  the  other  room,"  said  Ahmat, 
turning  to  the  children.  "  And  now,  tuan,"  he  said, 
when  the  children  had  departed  and  he  had  squatted 
on  the  mat  opposite  Darby,  "  What  is  the  news  ?  " 

Darby  took  a  drink  of  coffee  and  then  told  Ahmat 
and  Dheela  all  that  had  happened  that  morning  con- 
cerning McQueen  and  Sappira.  "  And  it  is  in  my 
mind,  Ahmat,  very  deeply  in  my  mind,  that  McQueen 
has  cast  the  eye  of  desire  upon  Sappira,  and  that  in 
this  lies  the  beginning  of  trouble  for  Sitia." 

"  In  that  you  are  right,  tuan.  Sitia  will  never 
brook  a  rival  to  share  her  tuan's  love.  The  tuan 
McQueen,  if  he  is  fascinated  by  this  witch,  will  not 
be  able  to  hide  it  from  Che  Thia.  He  will  grow  neglect- 
ful and  show  to  her  what  is  in  his  mind.  The  time  will 
come  when  he  will  not  even  try  to  hide  his  love  for 
Sappira,  perhaps  will  even  boast  of  it  and  taunt  her. 
Then  may  Allah  help  him,  for  he  will  need  his  help." 

"  Truly  that  spawn  of  the  mud,  that  witch  of  Java, 
should  be  put  where  she  can  do  no  harm,"  croaked 
Dheela  harshly. 

"  No  murder,"  said  Darby  sternly  ;  "  there  must 
be  no  more  deaths  by  snake  bite,  as  in  the  case  of 
Gnadio.  Remember  that,  Ahmat." 
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"  Snake  bite  !  Gnadio  !  "  murmured  Ahmat,  looking 
blankly  at  Darby.  "  Ah,  yes,  a  cobra  did  kill  Gnadio, 
I  have  heard.  Why  should  I  remember  that,  tuan  ?  " 

'  You  best  know,"  said  Darby ;  "at  least  I  have 
warned  you.  You  may  frighten  this  woman  if  you 
like  and  warn  Sitia  if  you  think  it  best." 

Ahmat  pondered  a  minute  over  this,  and  then  said  : 
"  There  will  be  a  singing  of  the  tuans  and  the  mems 
to-morrow  night  at  the  club.  Che  Thia  has  long  meant 
to  listen  to  it,  from  the  outside  of  the  club  in  the 
darkness.  I  will  warn  her  then  about  this  woman. 
She  ought  to  know,  in  case  Sappira  takes  her  unawares 
at  her  tuan's  house." 

"  Surely  he  would  not  dare,"  said  Darby. 

"  Not  yet,  would  he.  But  as  time  went  on,  he  would 
grow  bolder.  I  would  much  like  to  know  what  he  is 
going  to  do  to-night.  You  say  you  thought  he  looked 
as  if  he  meditated  evil,  tuan,  this  evening  at  the  house 
of  the  tuan  besar  Popham  ?  " 

"  I  don't  know,"  said  Darby.  "  But  there  was  a 
moment  when  he  did  not  like  to  meet  my  eye.  His 
face  was  foolish,  like  that  of  a  sheep  as  we  say." 

"  Then  he  meditated  doing  some  act  that  is  con- 
nected either  with  you  or  Sappira.  I  must  enquire." 
And  he  rose  and  went  into  the  inner  room. 

"  Who  is  he  going  to  enquire  from  ? — his  spirits  ?  " 
asked  Darby. 

"  Doubtless  he  will  invoke  their  aid,"  said 
Dheela. 

Ahmat  returned,  leading  little  Theema  by  the  hand, 
who,  although  she  seemed  a  little  apprehensive,  had 
also  a  curious  air  of  pride  about  her  bearing. 

Ahmat  bade  her  seat  herself  on  the  mat,  and  getting 
out  his  brazier,  began  to  light  a  fire. 


"  A  WOMAN  SMILES  "  173 

"  What  devil's  magic  are  you  going  to  drag  Theema 
into  ?  "  asked  Darby  uneasily. 

"  Devil's  magic  !  "  snorted  the  old  man.  "  You 
think  like  all  the  Orang  Puteh,  that  magic  is  either  all 
the  play  of  children,  or  that  it  is  black  magic.  Theema 
here  shall  receive  no  hurt  whatsoever,  and  you,  tuan, 
promise  me  that,  whatever  happens,  you  will  not  break 
the  spell  by  interruptions." 

"  If  Theema  takes  no  harm  I  will  be  silent." 

"  Then  all  is  well,"  grunted  Ahmat,  "  and  now 
silence." 

The  fire  was  well  alight  now,  and  Ahmat  dropped  in 
one  herb  and  then  another,  chanting  loudly  an  invoca- 
tion to  some  spirit  as  he  did  so.  After  half  an  hour 
of  these  incantations,  during  which  Theema  sat  cross- 
legged  and  bolt  upright,  as  she  tried  to  catch  every 
word  that  her  father  chanted,  he  became  silent  and 
fed  the  flame  till  it  blazed  up  brightly.  Then  he  turned 
to  Theema,  and  holding  her  lightly  by  the  chin,  gazed 
fixedly  into  her  eyes. 

"  Forget  yourself  and  your  desires  and  lose  your 
will  in  mine,"  he  said  after  a  minute.  Then  after  a 
pause  :  "  Are  you  ready  to  go  whither  I  would  send 
you  ?  " 

"  I  am  ready,"  replied  Theema,  in  a  strained  voice, 
her  eyes  glittering. 

"  In  the  name  of  Allah,  the  compassionate,  the  all- 
merciful,  look  then  into  the  fire,"  and  he  drew  his  eyes 
away  and  she  turned  her  head  and  stared  at  the 
glowing  charcoal. 

"Go  to  the  house  of  Tuan  Popham,  an  hour  ago, 
and  there  find  the  tuan  McQueen." 

"  I  am  at  the  house  of  Tuan  Popham,  and  the  tuan 
McQueen  is  there." 
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"  Proceed,  then  ;  tell  me  all  he  does  as  far  as  you 
are  able." 

"  A  pretty  mem  is  seated  playing  at  the  big  music- 
box.  The  tuan  McQueen  stands  beside  her  and  is 
singing."  She  paused  and  then  went  on  :  "  Now 
another  tuan  is  singing  and  the  mems  and  the  tuans 
are  made  merry  by  his  song  and  they  laugh.  Tuan 
Popham  makes  motions  with  his  hand  as  the  tuan  sings, 
and  breaks  the  glass  of  a  picture  with  his  hand  and  cuts 
himself  badly." 

She  paused  again.  Ahmat  fed  the  fire  and  Theema 
proceeded  : 

"  The  tuans  and  the  mems  are  going  away.  Tuan 
McQueen  drives  a  mem  in  a  tuan's  gharry.  He  drives 
her  to  the  club,  and  the  sais  takes  away  the  pony 
and  cart." 

She  paused  again. 

"Go  on,"  said  Ahmat  impatiently. 

"  Tuan  McQueen  drinks  quickly  by  himself,  and 
then  leaves  the  club  alone.  He  walks  by  the  last  of 
the  Government  tuans'  houses,  north  from  the  club 
towards  the  river.  He  passes  the  Chinese  pig-slaughter- 
ing ground  and  comes  to  an  atap  hut  on  the  bank  of 
the  river.  He  stands  below  the  door  and  calls.  The 
door  opens  and  a  woman  looks  out  and  smilesuponhim." 

"  What  sort  of  a  woman  ?  "   asked  Ahmat. 

"  Beautiful  in  face  and  figure.  Javanese  her  race. 
There  is  evil  as  well  as  beauty  in  her  face." 

"  Proceed,"  said  Ahmat. 

"  The  tuan  mounts  the  steps  and  enters  the  house. 
There  is  only  one  room  and  no  one  else  is  there.  The 
tuan  takes  the  woman  in  his  arms  and  kisses  her.  He 
sits  down  on  the  mat  beside  her  and  they  have  their 
arms  round  each  other's  necks." 
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She  stopped  again.  Her  voice  had  grown  tired, 
and  her  little  face  more  strained. 

"  Go  on,"  said  Ahmat  remorselessly. 

"  The  picture  is  getting  blurred." 

"  That  is  all  we  want  to  know,"  said  Darby  sharply. 

At  his  voice,  Theema  looked  round  vacantly,  and 
putting  her  hands  to  her  head,  was  about  to  fall  over 
on  her  side,  when  Ahmat  reached  over  and  caught  her, 
and  lifting  her  in  his  arms,  began  to  stroke  her  forehead 
and  mutter  spells  over  her. 

"  Let  me  take  her  and  put  her  back  with  the  others," 
said  Darby,  feeling  very  self-reproachful  at  having 
allowed  the  little  girl  to  be  used  for  such  a  purpose. 

The  child  was  quite  tired  out,  but  she  looked  up 
and  smiled  as  Darby  held  out  his  arms  for  her. 

"  Do  you  remember  anything  ?  "  asked  Darby, 
as  he  looked  down  on  her,  lying  comfortably  in  his 
embrace. 

"  Nothing,  tuan.  I  have  been  asleep  for  a  thousand 
years  and  would  now  sleep  again." 

"  You  shall,"  said  Darby,  carrying  her  off,  "  and 
you  shall  have  a  whole  dollar  to  spend  when  you 
awake." 

The  magnificence  of  this  gift  made  Theema  open  her 
eyes. 

"  Oh,  tuan  !    Truly  ?  " 

"  Truly,"  he  said,  laying  her  down  on  the  sleeping 
mat.  "  Here  it  is.  Now  tie  it  in  a  corner  of  your 
sarong  and  dream  of  the  glories  it  will  bring 
to-morrow." 

Theema  did  so,  and  laying  her  head  down  again 
gave  a  sigh  of  content  and  was  asleep  immediately. 

"  Tuan,  you  should  not  have  spoken,"  said  Ahmat 
when  he  returned.  "  You  might  have  done  the  child 
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harm  by  recalling  her  so  sharply.  I  was  about  to  recall 
her,  as  she  could  see  no  more,  having  arrived  at  what 
Tuan  McQueen  is  doing  at  the  present  moment,  and 
to  follow  that  slowly  would  be  tedious." 

"  And  unnecessary  ;  we  know  all  now.  That  is  to 
say,  if  Theema's  spirit  was  really  watching  Tuan 
McQueen." 

"  When  you  get  back  to  the  club,  tuan,  see  whether 
the  tuan  Popham's  hand  is  cut  and  enquire  how  he 
did  it." 

"I  will,"  said  Darby,  rising  ;  "  and  before  I  go, 
just  let  me  warn  you  not  to  send  little  Theema's  spirit 
wandering  forth  on  your  errands  too  often.  I  have 
heard  of  this  magic  before,  in  my  own  country.  If 
practised  too  often  on  one  person,  that  person  wastes 
away  and  dies." 

He  wished  to  frighten  Ahmat,  but  the  old  man  only 
grunted  contemptuously  and  Dheela  cackled. 

"  Some  one  may  well  die  if  the  white  man  practises 
magic,"  she  said. 

"  Well,  you  will  warn  Sitia  to-morrow  night,  Ahmat  ? 
But  say  nothing  of  the  tuan's  visit  to-night  to  Sappira. 
There  is  no  need  to  madden  her  with  jealousy,  if  we 
can  frighten  Sappira  away.  Maybe  I  shall  see  her 
there  at  the  singing  play  myself.  Slamat  tidor,"  and 
he  went  out. 

The  first  thing  he  did  when  he  got  to  the  club 
was  to  seek  out  Popham.  He  found  him  talking  to 
Douglas  and  watching  a  game  of  billiards.  His  right 
arm  was  in  a  sling. 

"  Hullo,  what's  wrong  with  your  hand  ?  "  said 
Darby,  stopping  in  front  of  him. 

"  Why,  Wright  was  singing  that  song,  '  It  does  go.' 
Ripping  song  that,  what  ?  And  I  was  beating  time 
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in  the  chorus  and  put  my  hand  right  through  the  glass 
of  one  of  the  pictures.    Cut  it  badly  I  can  tell  you." 

"  Yes  ?  "  said  Darby,  looking  abstractedly  at  his 
hand.  "  Did  McQueen  come  in  with  you  ?  " 

"  He  drove  in  Mrs.  Wharton,"  said  Popham,  flushing 
angrily,  "  and  then  walked  out  of  the  club  alone. 
I  can  guess  who  he's  gone  to  find.  I  was  telling 
Douglas  what  happened  this  morning.  Absolutely 
insulting  he  was,  eh,  what  ?  " 

"  Yes,"  said  Darby,  not  wishing  to  say  too  much 
before  McQueen's  manager. 

"  Well,  she  won't  work  on  Burana,"  said  Douglas, 
lighting  a  cheroot.  "  I  should  have  thought  that 
McQueen  would  have  had  more  decency  than  to 
encourage  the  girl  to  flout  you,  even  if  he  does  dislike 
you.  If  Europeans  don't  hang  together  where  natives 
are  concerned,  where's  our  prestige  ?  " 

"  Decency !  He's  got  no  decency,"  spluttered 
Popham.  "  He's  a  bumptious,  presumptuous  young 
cub,  and " 

"  I'm  his  manager,"  said  Douglas  ;  "  you  needn't 
tell  me  too  much  about  him.  I  can  find  out  all  I  want 
to  know  for  myself  about  my  assistants." 

Darby,   at  this  point,  seeing  a  table  unoccupied 
challenged  another  man  to  a  game  of  billiards.    After 
half  an  hour's  play  McQueen  walked  in.    He  ordered 
a  whiskey  and  soda  at  the  bar  and  swallowed  it  at 
a  gulp. 

Darby  looked  at  him  and  then  at  his  muddy  boots. 
"  Been  a  walk,  McQueen  ?  "  he  asked. 

McQueen  smiled  at  some  thought  of  his  own. 

"  Been  a  walk  on  business,  Darby,"  he  said. 

"  Yes  ?  "   said  Darby.      "  Business  by  the  river  ?  " 

"  What  do  you  mean  ?  "   snapped  McQueen. 


178  THE  MAGICIAN'S  DAUGHTER 

"  I  mean  was  your  business  connected  with  a 
pretty  Javanese  girl  in  an  atap  hut  by  the  river- 
bank  ?  "  said  Darby,  smiling  slightly. 

McQueen  stared  at  him  in  astonishment.  "  Then 
you  know  where  she  lives  ?  "  he  demanded. 

"  Who  ?  "  asked  Darby,  bending  over  the  table 
for  a  stroke,  the  smile  still  playing  round  his  mouth. 

"  You  know  who  I  mean.  I  believe  you've  been 
following  me,  damn  you.  If  you  interfere  with  me, 
you  blighter,  I'll  put  you  in  hospital  for  a  week." 

Darby  put  his  cue  down  on  the  table  and  walked 
up  to  McQueen.  He  was  white  with  rage. 

"  That's  the  second  time  to-day  you've  threatened 
me.  Now  come  outside  and  put  your  hands  up,"  he 
said. 

At  that  moment  a  hand  was  laid  on  his  shoulder 
and  he  was  twisted  sharply  round,  to  confront  the 
burly  form  of  Douglas. 

"Go  on  with  your  game,  Darby,"  he  said.  "I'll 
attend  to  McQueen.  You're  not  to  blame,  but  we  can 
not  have  white  men  scrapping  here  with  the  '  boys  ' 
taking  it  all  in." 

Darby  went  back  to  his  table  and  Douglas  turned 
to  McQueen  and  addressed  him  clearly  enough  for 
every  one  in  the  room  to  hear. 

"  Mr.  McQueen,"  he  said,  "  you  have  this  day 
offered  Mr.  Popham,  and  especially  Mr.  Darby,  a 
gross  insult,  by  interfering  in  a  dispute  between 
Mr.  Darby  and  one  of  his  coolies.  You  have  offered 
work  on  Burana  estate  to  the  coolie  dismissed  by 
Mr.  Darby.  I  forbid  this.  And  if  at  any  time  you 
come  to  blows  with  Mr.  Darby  about  it,  you  will  sever 
your  connection  with  Burana  estate." 

McQueen  looked  blank  for  a  moment.    He  recovered 
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quickly,  however,  and  leaning  carelessly  with  his  back 
against  the  bar  he  looked  over  at  Darby  with  a  pro- 
voking grin. 

"  Very  well,  Mr.  Douglas,  as  you  wish  it  I  shan't  hurt 
Darby." 

"  That's  not  the  question  and  you  know  it,"  said 
Douglas  sternly.  "  I  should  be  quite  willing  to  back 
Darby  against  you  in  a  fight,  but  we  want  no  fighting 
between  two  white  men.  The  boys  quite  understand 
by  this  time  that  you  and  he  have  quarrelled,  and  if 
they  saw  bruised  faces  afterwards  they  would  know 
two  tuans  had  been  settling  their  quarrels  like  angry 
coolies.  Besides  which,  you  would  be  seen." 

McQueen  glanced  round  with  defiant  contempt  on 
the  faces  that  looked  disapprovingly  back  on  him. 
He  gave  a  short  laugh. 

"  Very  well,"  he  said,  "  I  will  do  my  best  to  live 
up  to  the  present  company's  standard  of  good  form. 
By  all  means  let  our  only  weapons  be  our  tongues. 
I'm  a  '  rotten  bounder  '  myself,  you  know,  and  prefer 
a  man's  way.  But  it  would  be  dreadful  if  the  natives 
suspected  we  were  men  like  themselves  !  " 

He  laughed  again  and  called  to  the  boy  for  another 
stingah,  which  he  swallowed  as  quickly  as  the  first. 
Douglas  noted  this,  and  stepping  up  beside  him  said 
in  a  low  voice  : 

"  If  you  drink  whiskies  and  sodas  at  that  rate, 
McQueen,  you  will  never  get  home  to-night  without 
help.  I  want  to  talk  to  you  in  the  office  first  thing 
to-morrow,  and  I  want  you  to  have  a  clear  head.  You 
had  better  be  off  home  now." 

McQueen  looked  sideways  at  him  savagely.  He  was 
on  the  point  of  saying  that  he  was  his  own  master  in 
the  club  and  that  Douglas  could  go  to  hell,  but  he 
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restrained  himself  just  in  time.  A  job  such  as  he  had 
was  not  to  be  picked  up  any  day  in  the  week,  and 
Douglas  could  discharge  him  immediately  if  he  wished. 

His  bright,  insolent  eyes  roamed  round  the  company 
again  as  though  in  general  challenge.  He  felt  he  hated 
all  their  smug  self-satisfied  faces.  He  was  sure  that 
he  was  a  better  man  than  any  of  them  in  a  fight  whether 
with  his  fists  or  his  wits,  though  they  were  so  damned 
certain  of  their  superiority  to  him.  He  wished  he  could 
just  get  a  chance  to  show  them. 

"  All  right,  sir,  good  night,"  he  said ;  "  so  long, 
Pop,  don't  look  so  cross — it's  not  correct  to  show  one's 
feelings,  you  know. 

"  Bye-bye,  Darby.  Sorry  to  have  had  to  disappoint 
you.  Shall  we  run  over  to  Java  and  settle  it  with 
pistols  ?  Fists  are  so  common  and  low,  ain't  they  ? 
See  how  shocked  the  others  look  at  the  idea  !  Of 
course — I  forgot — duels  aren't  '  done  '  in  the  Sixth 
Form." 

He  swung  out  of  the  room,  and  they  heard  him 
laughing  as  he  went  down  the  steps. 

"  Impudent  puppy  !  "  gasped  Popham  after  him. 

"  I  think  Mac's  positively  proud  of  being  an  out- 
sider," drawled  Wright. 

"  No,"  said  Taylor  thoughtfully,  "  but  he's  deter- 
mined to  be  the  first  person  to  point  out  that  he  is 
one,  so  that  no  one  should  suspect  him  of  minding 
it." 

McQueen  got  into  a  rickshaw,  but  instead  of  going 
home,  he  told  the  coolie  to  take  him  to  the  rest-house. 
Rest-houses  are  hotels  put  up  all  over  the  country  for 
the  convenience  of  European  Government  officials  who 
may  be  travelling.  They  have  the  preference  of  a 
room  before  any  other  traveller,  and  a  Government 
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man  may  even  turn  another  visitor  out  of  his  room, 
if  on  arrival  at  the  rest-house  all  rooms  are  occupied. 

McQueen  wanted  whiskey  that  night  and  went  to 
the  rest-house  to  get  it.  First,  his  secret  meeting 
with  Sappira  had  excited  him.  Then  Darby's  evident 
knowledge  of  his  actions  had  startled  and  angered  him, 
and  the  appearance  of  Douglas,  his  manager,  upon 
the  scene  had  enraged  him.  And  now  he  wanted 
liquor  to  feed  further  his  angry  thoughts.  He  sat 
down  in  a  chair  on  the  verandah  and  told  the  boy 
to  bring  him  a  stingah.  There  was  another  man  on 
the  verandah,  an  elderly  commercial  traveller,  who 
sat  at  a  table  near  the  hanging  lamp,  reading  a  paper. 
He  looked  at  McQueen  over  his  glasses  when  he  came 
in,  and  decided  not  to  speak  unless  spoken  to.  "  Most 
surly-looking  devil,"  he  thought  as  he  turned  his 
paper. 

McQueen  sat  there  the  best  part  of  an  hour,  drinking 
whiskey  and  sodas  at  a  rapid  rate,  and  turning  over  and 
over  the  savage  thoughts  in  his  mind.  The  whole 
trend  of  his  thoughts,  however,  lay  in  the  idea  that 
Darby,  Popham,  and  Douglas  had  conspired  to  pre- 
vent his  having  Sappira  working  on  Burana.  Inter- 
ference was  the  thing  above  all  others  that  he  would 
not  stand.  He  had  thrown  up  one  job  after  another 
because  he  hated  to  call  another  man  his  master. 
And  now,  much  against  the  grain,  he  stuck  to  his  job 
as  assistant  because  he  knew  Douglas  was  resigning  in 
another  year,  and  he  would  then  have  the  manager- 
ship of  Burana  estate. 

But  interference  from  the  others,  especially  that 
smug  superior  ass  Darby,  he  would  not  stand.  Darby 
had  got  in  his  way,  had  he  ?  Well,  he  would  be  even 
with  him  yet.  He  was  too  drunk  now  to  think  it  out, 
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but  he  would  think  it  out.  He'd  let  Darby  see  it  wasn't 
wise  to  interfere  with  him.  No,  no,  not  at  all  wise. 
"  Damn  him  !  "  he  suddenly  said  as  he  finished  his 
tenth  stingah.  "  I'll  be  even  with  him  yet."  And  he 
banged  his  glass  down  on  the  table  with  such  force 
that  he  nearly  broke  it. 

He  rose  unsteadily  and  lurched  to  the  rickshaw. 
He  got  in  and  told  the  coolie  to  take  him  home,  and 
the  night  air  taking  effect  on  him  in  his  condition,  he 
went  to  sleep  with  his  head  and  shoulder  hanging  over 
one  side  of  the  rickshaw,  so  that  it  was  a  wonder  the 
bumping  over  ruts  did  not  dislocate  his  neck. 

At  length  the  journey  was  finished  and  the  coolie 
came  to  a  standstill  at  the  foot  of  the  verandah  stairs. 
He  put  the  shafts  down  on  the  ground  in  a  manner  too 
sudden  to  suit  a  man  in  McQueen's  condition,  and  he 
shot  out  in  front  on  to  the  ground.  He  rose,  cursing 
the  coolie  and  making  a  heavy  blow  at  him,  caught 
his  foot  in  the  shafts  and  sprawled  his  full  length  on 
the  ground. 

"  What  is  wrong,  tuan  ?  "  called  Sitia  from  the 
verandah,  where  she  had  arrived  just  in  time  to  see 
McQueen's  second  fall. 

"  The  tuan  is  drunk.  I  come  for  my  money  to- 
morrow," called  the  coolie,  and  picking  up  the  shafts, 
he  ran  off  with  the  rickshaw  before  McQueen  had 
picked  himself  up. 

Sitia  had  often  seen  McQueen  the  worse  for  drink, 
but  she  had  never  seen  him  as  drunk  as  he  was 
now. 

She  ran  down  and  caught  him  by  the  arm,  as  he 
made  a  futile  effort  to  rise  the  second  time.  When 
she  had  got  him  on  his  legs  he  staggered  and  nearly 
dragged  her  off  her  feet. 
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"  Hold  up,  Sitia,  damn  you,"  he  growled.  "  I 
believe  you're  as  drunk  as  I  am.  Help  me  up  the 
stairs  to  bed." 

"  Will  not  the  tuan  have  any  supper  first  ?  "  asked 
Sitia. 

"  Supper  !  No.  I'll  have  a  last  stingah  and  then 
to  sleep."  His  speech  was  thick  and  he  seemed  drowsy, 
which  Sitia  noticed  with  thankfulness  as  she  half 
pulled,  half  supported  him  up  the  stairs. 

When  he  got  to  his  bed  and  was  sitting  on  the  edge 
of  it,  he  said  without  any  anger  in  his  tone,  merely 
a  grave  stupidity  :  "  Bring  the  whiskey  here  and 
the  soda  water  and  the  glass.  You  would  be  trying 
to  trick  your  tuan  into  drinking  plain  soda  water 
because  he  was  drunk.  I  know  the  games  you  girls 
play  at,"  and  he  shook  his  head  fatuously. 

Sitia  went  to  the  door,  and  calling  Mootoosamy, 
gave  him  the  order,  and  going  down  on  her  knees, 
began  taking  off  McQueen's  boots.  McQueen  sat 
for  a  moment  looking  solemnly  down  at  her. 

"  That  is,  some  of  you  girls  would  fool  a  tuan  when 
he  was  drunk,"  he  said,  resuming  the  subject  suddenly. 
"  Not  all.  I  know  a  girl  who  would  not  play  tricks  on 
her  tuan." 

Sitia  stopped  unlacing  the  second  boot  and  looked 
up  at  him  keenly.  "  And  what  is  her  name,  tuan  ?  " 
she  asked.  But  the  look  she  gave  him  recalled,  even 
to  McQueen's  muddled  mind,  the  necessity  of  silence. 

"  Her  name  is  Sitia,"  he  said  slowly.  "  The  best 
girl  in  the  world." 

"  Then  why  not  trust  me  to  mix  your  stingah, 
tuan  ?  "  she  asked,  as  she  pulled  off  the  second  boot. 

McQueen  pondered  over  this  gravely  till  the  sight 
of  Mootoosamy  with  the  whiskey  bottle  and  glass 
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inspired  him.  "  Because  I  want  a  big  drink  for  my 
last  drink,  and  you  would  not  mix  it  strong  enough." 

He  took  the  bottle  from  Mootoosamy  and  poured 
out  half  a  tumbler  of  whiskey,  to  which  he  added  a 
little  soda  water. 

Sitia  felt  it  would  be  hopeless  to  get  anything  out 
of  him,  once  he  had  swallowed  that,  and  she  laid  a 
hand  on  his  arm.  "  The  tuan  has  looked  upon  no 
other  girl  with  favour  ?  "  she  asked,  looking  right 
into  his  eyes.  And  McQueen,  who  had  been  in  the 
arms  of  Sappira  only  a  couple  of  hours  before,  lifted 
his  heavy  eyes  to  hers,  and  without  blinking  said, 
"  No." 

Then  he  raised  the  tumbler  to  his  lips  and  drank. 
It  was  so  strong  that  he  stopped  and  choked  half- 
way. He  then  finished  the  remainder  and,  dropping 
the  tumbler  on  the  floor,  sank  back  on  the  bed  and 
quickly  fell  into  a  heavy  drunken  stupor. 

Sitia  picked  up  the  tumbler  and  stood  by  the  bed- 
side looking  down  at  him  as  he  lay,  an  inanimate  log, 
flushed  and  snoring. 

"  And  this  is  the  tuan  McQueen  !  "  she  said,  after 
a  minute  or  two.  "  The  tuan  whose  voice  is  so  beauti- 
ful in  song  that  he  can  waft  one  up  to  the  very  gates  of 
Paradise.  The  tuan  who  is  man  enough  to  go  forth 
and  face  a  charging  tiger,  which  some  white  men  will 
not  do.  The  tuan  whom  Allah  himself  cannot  daunt. 
The  tuan  whom  I  love. 

"  And  he  lies  there  like  a  hog  wallowing  in  the  mire, 
and  reduced  to  the  swine's  bestiality  by  the  forbidden 
liquor.  Oh,  truly  was  the  prophet  wise  when  he  for- 
bade the  use  of  it  to  his  followers  !  But  that  is  not 
my  tuan.  That  is  but  his  shell.  His  spirit  is  dead 
for  a  while." 
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She  put  the  tumbler  on  a  table,  and  spreading  a 
mat  on  the  floor  placed  a  pillow  on  it,  and  curled  her- 
self up  to  spend  the  night  there.  It  was  impossible, 
she  felt,  to  sleep  by  the  side  of  that  liquor-smelhng 
log.  Perhaps  rf  some  men  "  could  step  outside  and 
look  at  themselves,"  as  the  Irish  sergeant  desired  his 
squad  to  do,  they  would  never  get  drunk  again. 

She  could  not,  however,  get  to  sleep  for  a  long  time. 
McQueen's  chance  remark,  though  he  had  recovered 
himself  very  well  for  one  so  drunk,  had  caused  a  slight 
prick  of  jealousy  to  continue  throbbing  at  her  heart, 
though  she  continually  strove  to  put  it  away,  telling 
herself  there  was  no  cause  for  it. 

"  He  drinks  more  heavily,  though,  of  late,"  she 
thought  as  she  turned  her  head  wearily  on  the  pillow  ; 
"  and  I  have  never  seen  him,  so  deep  in  drink  as  this 
before.  Can  it  be  that  he  is  beginning  to  weary  of  me, 
and  is  seeking  relief  from  me  in  strong  drink  ?  He 
might  be  doing  that,  without  admitting  it  to  himself. 
And  yet  he  has  not  as  yet  shown  any  lack  of  love." 

She  sighed  deeply,  and  rising,  went  to  the  verandah 
and  looked  out  on  the  warm  starlit  night.  The  air  was 
heavy  with  the  smells  of  the  night,  especially  as  rain 
had  fallen  in  the  afternoon. 

"  He  could  not  be  faithless  to  me,"  she  said  to 
herself.  "  He  could  not,  yet.  It  was  but  last  night 
he  sat  here  with  his  arms  around  me  and  told  me  that 
I  had  brought  him  a  new  world,  a  world  he  had  never 
dreamt  of  before  he  had  met  me.  Did  he  mean  what 
he  said  ?  Yes.  His  eyes  meant  it  as  they  shone 
with  his  love  in  the  starlight.  His  lips  meant  it  as 
they  sought  mine.  Fool  that  I  am  to  be  troubled 
with  the  chance  remark  of  a  drunken  man.  I  will 
return  and  I  will  sleep." 
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As  she  entered  the  room,  McQueen,  after  muttering 
to  himself,  sat  up  on  the  bed. 

"  What  are  you  wandering  about  for,  Sitia  ?  "  he 
asked. 

"  I  could  not  sleep,  tuan,  and  I  went  out  to  look  upon 
the  night." 

"  My  God,  what  a  thirst  I've  got,"  he  groaned,  and 
staggering  to  his  feet,  he  went  over  to  the  washhand- 
stand,  and  putting  his  lips  to  the  jug,  drank  as  if  he 
would  never  stop.  "  That's  better,  but  what  a  head  ! 
What  in  thunder  did  I  drink  like  that  for  ?  Oh  ! 
Now  I  remember,"  and  he  sat  on  the  bed  and  groaned. 
Sitia  sat  beside  him  and  put  her  arm  round  him.  "  Are 
you  ill,  tuan  ?  "  she  asked.  , 

"  And  if  I  am,  I  deserve  to  be,"  he  said,  looking  at 
her,  and  then  with  a  spasm  of  tenderness  and  self- 
reproach  he  put  his  arm  round  her  and  kissed  her. 
"  Sleep,  darling,  and  forget  me.  I  shall  be  all  right." 

Sitia  Lay  down  again,  warmed  and  comforted  by  that 
caress,  and  this  time  quickly  dropped  asleep. 


CHAPTER  XV 
THE  NEWS   IS   NOT  GOOD 

MCQUEEN  was  ill  at  ease  in  Sitia's  presence 
the  next  day.  Either  he  avoided  her  or  he 
was  unnaturally  affectionate,  and  once  or 
twice  he  looked  up  to  see  Sitia  looking  rather  wonder- 
ingly  at  him. 

"  What  are  you  thinking  of,  darling  ?  "  he  asked 
once  after  having  caught  a  wistful,  enquiring  expres- 
sion on  her  face. 

"  The  tuan  to-day  is  somewhat  like  a  little  boy,  who, 
having  been  naughty, is  anxious  to  please,"  she  answered, 
smiling.  "  What  is  it  the  tuan  is  hiding  from  me  ?  " 

"  Hiding  from  you  ?  Nothing,"  he  snapped.  "  I 
was  very  drunk  last  night  and  gave  you  a  bad  time. 
Nothing  secret  in  that,  I  think  ?  " 

"  No,  indeed,  tuan,"  said  Sitia,  sadly  and  dis- 
believing his  denial.  In  fact,  her  suspicion  was  con- 
firmed by  it.  "  There  was  nothing  secret  in  it.  Tuan, 
was  the  pleasure  of  the  drinking  last  night  worth  the 
pain  of  to-day  and  the  money  that  has  been  thrown 
away  on  what  you  now  have  not  ?  " 

"  Humph,"  he  grunted. 

"  The  memory  of  pleasure  ia  worth  the  pain  to 
come,"  she  went  on.  "  For  some  memories  one  would 
be  willing  to  pay  anything  in  the  way  of  pain  after- 
wards. But  is  the  memory  of  the  pleasure  you  had 
last  night  in  pouring  whiskey  down  your  throat  worth 
the  trembling  hands  and  aching  head  you  have  to-day  ?  " 
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"  Thank  God,  I'm  about  all  right  again,"  said 
McQueen. 

"  Was  it  worth  it,  tuan  ?  " 

"No,  as  you're  so  persistent,  it  was  not." 

"  Then  why  do  it,  tuan  ?  And  to-night  you  sing 
before  all  the  tuans  and  the  mems.  It  was  a  pity 
that  it  was  last  night  you  chose  to  drink,  tuan." 

Most  men  get  irritated  when  a  woman  persistently 
harps  on  a  subject  he  would  rather  close,  and  McQueen 
was  no  exception.  "Oh  deum"  (shut  up),  he  said. 
"  If  you  can't  stop  nagging,  go.  That's  quite  enough 
about  drink,  and  I  must  get  ready  for  the  play  to- 
night." 

She  went  to  prepare  herself  for  the  evening. 
McQueen,  who  was  preoccupied  with  his  own  thoughts 
and  the  uniform  of  "  The  Jolly  Jackdaws,"  which 
required  some  attention  to  put  on  correctly,  did  not 
happen  to  notice  her  till  she  was  fully  dressed. 

"  Apa  macham  !  What  is  this  ?  "  he  said.  "  Why 
this  gorgeousness,  Sitia  ?  " 

"  The  tuan  knows  that,  with  my  parents,  I  listen 
outside  the  club  to  the  tuan  singing  within.  If  we 
stand  in  a  good  place  we  may  even  see  the  tuan  and 
the  others  through  the  doors." 

"  I  hope  so,"  grunted  McQueen.  He  had  long  given 
his  consent  to  her  going  and  dared  not  now  withdraw 
it,  lest  she  should  suspect  something  wrong,  his  only 
reason  being  that  he  was  afraid  she  would  meet  Sappira 
in  the  crowd. 

"  How  is  the  tuan  going  in  ?  " 

"  In  the  cart  with  the  mem  as  last  night." 

"  Then  I  will  go  now  and  get  a  rickshaw  for  myself, 
tuan.  There  is  nothing  else  you  want  me  for  ?  " 

"  No." 
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She  stood  silent,  looking  at  him,  wondering  whether 
he  would  allow  her  to  go  without  a  kiss.  He  turned 
from  the  looking-glass  and  gazed  at  her  abstractedly 
for  a  moment.  "  Hallo,"  he  said.  "  What  is  it  ?  Oh, 
a  kiss.  Rather.  What  was  I  thinking  of  ?  " 

The  kiss  left  her  cold  and  she  went  down  the  stairs 
with  an  ache  in  her  heart. 

Flop-flop  with  a  steady  beat  went  the  rickshaw 
puller's  feet,  but  Sitia  never  heard.  He  ran  well  with 
a  splendid  spring  from  his  hips,  but  Sitia  never  saw 
him.  She  travelled  through  the  darkening  gloom  of 
the  overgrown  kampongs  in  the  evening  hour,  through 
rubber  estates  with  their  mathematically  planted  rows 
of  trees,  past  patches  of  high  rank  jungle,  past  parties 
of  natives  going  to  the  town  or  returning  from  it ;  but 
she  saw  and  heard  nothing,  wrapped  as  she  was  in  a 
melancholy  reverie.  As  the  rickshaw  entered  the  town 
she  awoke  to  her  surroundings  and  looked  round  her, 
then  giving  herself  a  little  shake  she  murmured, 
"  What  was  he  thinking  of  ?  " 

She  got  to  her  parents'  house  before  the  darkness 
fell,  and  saw  her  father  standing  by  the  door. 

After  the  customary  greeting  her  father  said : 
"  Come  inside,  Che  Thia  ;  your  mother  and  I  have 
news  for  you." 

Here  the  children  came  tumbling  round  the  corner 
in  great  excitement  at  seeing  Sitia,  but  were  sternly 
checked  by  old  Ahmat.  "  Run  away,  O  noisy  ones, 
and  play  elsewhere ;  your  sister  cannot  be  with  you 
to-night." 

"  I  will  see  you  later,  before  I  go  to  the  singing  play 
of  the  tuans,"  she  said,  smiling  at  them,  and  they, 
content  with  that,  ran  round  the  house  again  to  play 
in  the  road. 
G 
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Ahmat  and  Sitia  entered  and  sat  down  on  the  mat, 
and  Dheela  coming  in  from  the  inner  room  greeted  her 
daughter  and  sat  down  also  beside  Ahmat.  Ahmat  lit 
a  cigarette  and  smoked  silently  for  a  minute  or  two. 
Then  he  said  :  "  Che  Thia,  the  patience  of  Allah  is 
wearing  thin,  yet  for  a  while  may  his  wrath  be  averted. 
Your  tuan,  although  he  may  not  already  be  weary  of 
your  love,  yet  is  accustomed  enough  to  it  to  be  willing 
to  admire  beauty  in  another.  Yesterday  at  midday 
he  was  on  Tuan  Popham's  estate  on  business.  At  the 
place  where  the  coolies  bring  their  milk  there  was  a 
fight  between  two  of  the  men,  and  standing  on  a  box, 
cheering  on  one  of  them,  was  a  girl  named  Sappira. 
A  shameless  woman,  but  very  fair.  The  tuan 
McQueen  saw  her." 

He  stopped  and  drew  deeply  at  the  cigarette.  There 
was  a  dead  silence  for  a  few  moments,  and  then  Sitia 
broke  it. 

"  Is  this  a  story  told  for  effect,  like  that  of  a  teller 
of  tales  in  the  market-place  ?  "  she  asked  coldly,  and 
the  more  steadily  that  her  pulses  were  throbbing, 
"  If  not,  finish  it." 

Ahmat  went  on.  "  The  fight  had  been  caused  by  the 
woman  admitting  a  lover  to  the  house  when  her  man 
(not  her  husband,  she  never  had  one)  was  away.  The 
tuan  Darby  was  wroth  with  her  and  discharged  her 
from  the  estate.  The  tuan  McQueen  immediately 
offered  her  work." 

He  paused  to  let  her  see  the  full  meaning  of  this 
and  then  went  on  : 

"  Both  Tuan  Popham  and  Tuan  Darby  objected, 
and  that  night  the  tuan  Douglas  forbade  Tuan 
McQueen  to  employ  Sappira." 

He  stopped,  and  for  some  time  no  one  spoke. 
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"  And  is  that  all  ?  "  asked  Sitia  at  last. 

"Is  it  not  enough  ?  "  snapped  Ahmat  crossly, 
knowing  full  well  that  it  was  not  all.  "  Tuan  Darby 
told  me  that  Tuan  McQueen  most  certainly  admired 
Sappira.  The  question  now  is,  how  are  we  to  frighten 
this  girl  so  that  the  tuan  McQueen  sees  her  no  more  ?  " 

"  Frighten  her  !  "  said  Sitia.  "  Will  fright  cure  her 
love  of  conquest  ?  Does  she  not  know  that  I  am  the 
tuan's  girl  ?  That  alone  would  make  her  itch  to  steal 
him  away  from  me.  No,  a  thrust  of  the  kris  through 
the  heart  would  be  the  better  and  the  simpler  way." 

She  spoke  quietly  and  steadily,  without  passion. 
It  was,  indeed,  to  her  a  mere  question  of  removing 
a  troublesome  reptile  from  her  path. 

"  No  need  for  violence  and  the  risks  that  belong 
to  violence,"  said  Dheela.  "  A  stumble  against 
her  in  the  dark  in  the  midst  of  the  crowd  and  a  tiny 
scratch  from  the  point  of  my  kris.  In  less  than  five 
hours  she  would  be  dead." 

"  No,"  said  Ahmat  decidedly.  "  There  must  be 
no  killing.  Tuan  Darby  has  forbidden  it,  and  if 
Sappira  dies  he  will  make  strict  enquiries.  True,  I 
could  kill  her  so  that  none  could  say  how  it  was  done, 
but  Tuan  Darby  would  hate  me,  for  it  would  not  be 
to  his  honour,  and  I — well,  I  do  not  want  that  tuan 
to  hate  me." 

"  Neither  do  I,"  said  Sitia,  and  again  silence  fell 
upon  them  as  they  pondered  over  the  matter. 

"  Dolah  sails  for  Achin  with  the  morning  tide," 
suddenly  remarked  Dheela. 

"  Ah,"  exclaimed  Sitia,  turning  to  her  mother  as 
an  idea  struck  her.  "  What  is  in  your  mind,  mother  ?  " 

"  That  we  should  get  hold  of  Sappira  to-night  ; 
drug  her  and  hand  her  over  to  Dolah,  who  will  sell  her 
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to  the  Achinese.  Dolah  will  do  what  your  father,  his 
uncle,  desires,  and  why  not,  when  a  woman  as  beauti- 
ful as  Sappira  would  fetch  from  two  to  three  hundred 
dollars  from  one  of  those  Achinese  rajahs." 

"  The  plan  is  very  good,"  said  Sitia,  her  eyes 
sparkling. 

"  It  is  ;  but  the  best  stone  may  have  a  flaw,"  said 
Ahmat. 

"  And  can  you  see  the  flaw  in  this  one  ?  "  asked 
Sitia. 

"  I  can.  Dolah  is  a  man,  and  a  young  man  as  well. 
Sappira  is  a  beautiful  girl.  From  what  I  have  heard, 
she  has  much  skill  in  the  art  of  turning  men's  heads. 
You  may  deliver  Sappira  into  Dolah's  hands,  but  I 
do  not  think  Dolah  will  deliver  her  into  the  hands  of 
the  Achinese." 

"  Even  if  he  does  not,  she  would  be  away  for  two  or 
three  months,"  said  Sitia  thoughtfully.  "  We  can 
have  the  news  sent  us  by  the  telegraph,  if  the  ship 
returns  to  Singapore  or  some  other  port,  and  then  I 
shall  be  on  my  guard.  Yes,  it  is  a  good  plan,  my 
father,  but  how  is  it  to  be  done  ?  " 

"  She  will  be  in  the  crowd  outside  the  tuans'  club 
to-night,"  said  Ahmat,  "  but  who  is  to  entice  her  out 
of  it  ?  " 

"  Why  should  not  I  ?  "  asked  Sitia.  "  Would  not 
I  make  a  handsome  young  man  ?  I  will  put  on  the 
yellow  turban1  to  hide  my  hair  and  a  cloth  round  my 
neck  to  hide  its  slimness,  and  who  would  say  I  was 
a  woman  ?  " 

"  Any  fool  who  noticed  the  shape  of  your  breasts," 
said  Ahmat. 

1  The  yellow  turban  is  worn  by  those  who  have  made  the 
pilgrimage  to  Mecca. 
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"  Then  must  I  wear  an  unsewn  sarong  round  my 
shoulders,  and  be  holding  it  with  one  arm  across  my 
breast.  Come,  mother,  let  us  look  for  the  garments 
and  you  shall  see  what  a  handsome  young  man  I  look. 
And  if  my  manly  beauty  be  not  enough  to  charm  her 
away,  yet  my  magic  will." 

She  rose  with  alacrity,  and  it  seemed  as  if  her  hate 
for  Sappira  was  forgotten  in  the  pleasure  of  acting. 
Indeed,  she  had  shown  little  or  no  hate.  This  girl 
was  an  obstacle  in  her  path  and  must  be  removed. 
That  was  all. 

"It  is  well,"  said  Ahmat.  "  I  will  seek  out  Dolah 
and  prepare  him.  Stay,  I  will  fetch  the  obat,"  and 
he  disappeared  into  the  other  room  for  a  moment. 
"  Here,"  said  he,  returning  and  giving  Sitia  a  pill, 
"  make  her  swallow  this  and  she  will  sleep  for  thirty- 
six  hours.  First,  though,  you  must  bring  her  on 
Dolah's  ship.  Do  you  know  it  ?  " 

"  No,"  she  said. 

"  Then  do  not  leave  here  till  I  return.  When  you 
have  bewitched  Sappira,  take  her  to  the  wharf  oppo- 
site the  police  station.  I  will  walk  in  front  and  stop 
by  the  boat  for  a  moment.  Thus  will  you  make  no 
mistake,"  and  he  went  out. 

Sitia  and  her  mother  turned  out  Ahmat's  belongings. 
He  had  a  good  deal  of  clothing,  as  he  often  donned 
some  garb  quite  foreign  to  him  as  a  disguise.  Sitia 
had  just  got  her  hair  twisted  round  her  head,  and  was 
putting  on  the  yellow  turban,  when  the  children  came 
in,  as  it  was  now  quite  dark. 

"  Sitia  as  a  hadji !  "  exclaimed  Kasrie,  stopping 
short  in  the  middle  of  hopping  ecstatically  on  one  foot, 
through  joy  of  Sitia's  visit.  Theema  and  the  two 
little  boys  ranged  themselves  alongside  of  her,  and 
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with  their  hands  behind  them,  stared  solemnly  at 
Sitia  as  she  wound  the  turban  round  her  head. 

"  Am  I  not  a  pretty  hadji  ?  "  she  asked,  smiling 
at  the  children. 

"  You  have  had  the  hadji's  headdress  with  a  woman's 
clothes,"  said  Awang  gravely. 

"  Wait  awhile,"  said  Sitia.  "  I  need  not  wear 
trousers  and  I  should  feel  so  cramped,  but  I  can 
manage  the  rest." 

She  threw  off  her  jacket  and  skin-tight  vest.  Then 
she  twisted  the  sarong  carefully  round  her  middle  and 
put  on  a  man's  silk  jacket.  A  silk  scarf  was  then 
twisted  a  couple  of  times  round  her  pretty  neck  to 
hide  it,  and  the  whole  was  completed  by  her  wrapping 
herself  up  in  a  rather  melodramatic  style  in  a  large 
sarong,  the  ends  of  which  were  not  sewn  together. 

"  A  man  !  A  man  !  Sitia  is  a  man,"  squealed  the 
youngsters,  hopping  and  clapping  their  hands. 

"  Beware  of  the  man,"  Sitia  said  in  a  deep  voice, 
chasing  them  round  the  room ;  but  the  theatrical  cloak 
got  in  her  way  and  she  fell  to  the  floor,  upon  which 
the  four  children  turned  and  pounced  upon  her. 

"  Children  !  children  !  stop,"  she  cried  ;  "  these 
clothes  must  not  be  spoilt.  Stop,  Mat." 

"  Clk  !  Clk  !  "  went  Dheela.  "  Sometimes  I  think 
you  are  older  for  your  years  than  any  girl  I  have 
known,  and  at  other  times  you  are  a  child  with 
children.  You  will  need  all  your  wits  to-night." 

"  I  do  not  need  to  prepare  my  part,"  said  Sitia,  a 
little  scornfully  ;  "  neither  do  I  make  things  harder 
by  thinking  of  them  before  they  come.  Children,  let 
us  eat  and  then  you  will  go  to  the  sleeping  mat." 

"  But  you  must  tell  us  a  story,"  said  Kasrie,  sprawl- 
ing on  her  back  in  Sitia's  lap  and  trying  to  chuck  her 
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under  the  chin  with  her  toe  ;  an  operation  which  she 
performed  with  such  success  that  she  made  Sitia  bite 
her  tongue  so  sharply  that  the  pain  brought  the  tears 
to  her  eyes.  She  seized  Kasrie,  and  rapidly  reversing 
her  position  gave  her  three  or  four  hearty  smacks, 
which  made  her  yelp  shrilly  and  howl  dismally  when 
released. 

"  Stop  crying  at  once,"  said  Sitia,  putting  her  arm 
round  the  child  and  drawing  her  close.  "  I  have  not 
hurt  you  more  than  you  have  hurt  me.  It  was  your 
pleasure  to  kick  me  under  the  chin  and  make  me 
bite  my  tongue.  Well,  you  have  paid  for  that  pleasure. 
Do  not  cry  aloud  when  your  turn  comes.  See,  I 
think  you  have  made  my  tongue  swell." 

She  opened  her  mouth  and  Kasrie  peered  gravely  in. 
"  It  is  too  dark  to  see,"  said  the  small  culprit.  "  Sitia, 
I  am  much  grieved  that  I  hurt  you.  I  did  not  mean 
to,  you  know  that  ?  " 

Sitia  caressed  the  child.  "  And  I  did  mean  to,  is 
that  it  ?  But,  Kasrie,  one  day  you  will  know  that 
doing  harm  when  one  does  not  mean  to  is  most  worthy 
of  p  mishment." 

Kasrie  looked  puzzled,  but  Sitia  cut  the  discussion 
short  by  picking  her  up  and  taking  the  children  off  to 
supper.  As  she  was  putting  them  to  bed,  Ahmat 
returned  and  called  to  her  to  come  into  the  front  room. 

"  All  is  arranged  with  Dolah,"  he  said.  "  All  that 
remains  now  is  to  get  the  girl  on  board,  and  that  you 
have  taken  upon  yourself.  Do  you  think  you  can 
play  the  man  successfully  ?  No  doubts  ?  " 

"  I  should  not  have  taken  the  part  if  I  thought  I 
should  be  afraid  or  doubtful  of  myself,"  she  said. 
"  Is  it  time  to  go  now  ?  Surely  the  tuans  have  begun 
their  singing." 
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"  We  will  go,  at  least,"  said  Ahmat.    "  Come." 

They  went  out  and  chose  a  rather  circuitous  route 
to  the  club  through  dark  unlighted  by-ways,  as  Sitia 
was  reluctant  to  show  herself  in  the  glare  of  the  shop 
lamps.  Ahmat,  a  trifle  scornful,  humoured  her,  merely 
pointing  out  that  she  would  have  to  show  herself 
later.  At  length  they  arrived  near  the  club  and  saw 
a  crowd  of  Asiatics  gazing  through  the  open  doors 
into  the  lighted  room  beyond.  Sitia  could  just  catch 
a  glimpse  through  one  door  of  the  stage  and  three  or 
four  of  the  "  Jolly  Jackdaws,"  while  through  the 
others  she  could  see  rows  of  seated  Europeans.  Just 
at  that  moment  McQueen  began  a  song  and  Sitia 
trembled  at  the  deep  notes.  She  caught  her  father's 
arm  and  stopped  him. 

"  Wait  and  listen  till  this  is  finished,"  she  said,  and 
old  Ahmat,  willing  to  hear  the  voice  that  his  daughter 
thought  so  wonderful,  complied. 

"  It  is,  indeed,  beautiful,"  he  growled  when  it  was 
finished.  "  And  now,  Che  Thia,  to  work,  if  you  would 
not  share  that  voice  with  another.  I  will  look  for 
Sappira,  and  go  behind  her  and  point  to  her,  almost 
touching.  Then  I  will  withdraw,  and  if  I  see  you  have 
spoken  to  her,  I  will  wait  under  that  cocoanut  tree 
for  you,  and  when  I  see  you  coming,  I  will  walk  to 
the  ship  and  you  will  follow.  Do  you  understand  ?  " 

"I  do,"  she  said,  and  Ahmat  mingled  with  the 
crowd,  Sitia  following  him  closely.  After  some  minutes 
he  stepped  back  two  or  three  paces,  and  looking  back 
at  Sitia,  pointed  at  a  woman  in  front  of  him,  almost 
touching  her  back.  Then  he  glided  away. 


CHAPTER  XVI 

AT   THE   PLAY   OF   "THE    JOLLY   JACKDAWS" 

A  the  same  time  that  Sitia  and  her  father  were 
walking  to  the  club,  McQueen  and  Mrs. 
Wharton  were  rattling  along  the  road  in 
their  dog-cart  on  their  way  to  the  same  place.  Little 
Mrs.  Wharton  was  very  lively,  but  McQueen  was  rather 
silent.  He  was  quite  fit  again,  but  he  was  uneasy 
with  the  idea  that  Sitia  suspected  something.  Also 
he  had  arranged  another  assignation  with  Sappira  for 
that  night,  and  was  wondering  how  to  slip  away  after 
the  show  without  Sitia  seeing,  if  she  were  in  the  crowd. 
She  was  going  to  sleep  at  her  parents'  house  that  night 
and  would  consequently  stay  in  the  crowd  watching 
the  show  till  its  finish,  and  perhaps  watch  the  dance 
that  would  take  place  afterwards. 

"  Wake  up,  Mr.  McQueen,"  cried  Mrs.  Wharton, 
"  or  I  shall  begin  to  think  you  haven't  got  over  the 
effects  of  your  drinking  bout  last  night." 

McQueen  turned  his  head  and  stared  at  her.  "  Does 
every  one  in  the  district  know  everything  I  do,  I 
wonder  ?  "  he  said,  thinking  of  how  Darby  knew  that 
he  had  gone  to  Sappira's  house  and  where  it  was. 
"  How  do  you  know  I  was  drunk  last  night  ?  " 

Mrs.  Wharton  laughed  triumphantly.  "  Not  many 
things  go  on  that  I  don't  know  of,"  she  said.  "  I 
know  you  did  two  bad  things  last  night.  One  was 
to  get  drunk,  which  was  worse  than  wicked,  it  was 

disgusting.  And  the  other  was ?  "  and  she 
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looked  roguishly  at  him,  shaking  her  uplifted 
finger. 

"  The  other  was  to  visit  a  pretty  Javanese  girl  at 
her  house  at  night,  in  order  to  make  love  to  her,"  said 
McQueen  nonchalantly. 

Mrs.  Wharton  screamed.  "  You  horrid,  low  person  ! 
How  dare  you  tell  me  such  a  thing  ?  " 

McQueen  turned  and  grinned  at  her.  "  Because 
you  asked  for  it,"  he  said. 

"  I  didn't !  At  least  you  shouldn't — I  mean  I  never 
meant " 

"  Oh  yes,  you  did,"  said  McQueen,  thoroughly 
enjoying  himself.  "  But  you  wanted  to  play  up  to  it 
nicely,  and  me  to  play  to  you,  and  both  to  play  to  each 
other,  and  at  last  you  would  learn  all  the  '  'orrible 
details '  without  having  once  actually  mentioned 
them." 

"  I  think  you're  perfectly  impossible,"  said  Mrs. 
Wharton,  with  a  sniff,  sitting  very  erect. 

"  People  who  call  a  spade  a  spade  usually  are,"  said 
McQueen.  "I'm  impossible  because  I  say  a  thing 
plainly,  and  you  are  possible  because  you  hint  things 
broadly."  And  he  laughed  and  flicked  with  his  whip 
at  the  pony.  "  After  all,"  he  went  on,  "  your  husband, 
I  suppose,  told  you  the  whole  of  what  happened  at  the 
club  last  night,  so  what  more  do  you  want  to  know  ?  " 

"  I  am  not  in  the  least  interested  in  your  affairs," 
said  the  lady  icily. 

McQueen  bowed  as  low  as  be  could  in  his  position. 
"  After  your  having  taken  the  trouble  to  obtain 
information  about  two  of  my  affairs,  that  occurred 
only  last  night,  you  will  forgive  me,  will  you  not,  if 
I  find  some  difficulty  in  believing  that  statement." 

Mrs.   Wharton  tried  to  look  offended,  but  broke 
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down  and  laughed  outright.  "  Come,"  she  said, 
"  I  like  you  much  better  like  this  than  surly,  as  you 
were  last  night.  I  thought  you  an  uncouth  bear  then, 
but  you're  not  so  uncouth  as  I  thought.  You  and  I 
had  better  be  frank  with  each  other,  had  we  not  ?  " 

"  It  would  be  easier,  I  think,"  said  McQueen.  "  Here 
we  are,"  and  they  drew  up  at  the  club. 

The  place  was  fairly  full.  Every  one  who  could  was 
coming  in  from  miles  round  to  see  the  show  and  inci- 
dentally to  meet  each  other.  As  it  was  near  the  hour 
for  the  show  to  begin  nearly  everybody  was  there ;  and 
those  who  had  come  from  far  off  had  by  this  time 
learnt  of  the  fracas  in  the  club  the  night  before,  and 
some  rather  curious  eyes  were  cast  at  McQueen,  who, 
perfectly  indifferent  to  his  surroundings,  drank  off 
his  stingah  at  the  bar  and  went  to  change.  The  rows 
of  seats  facing  the  stage  began  to  be  filled,  the  ladies 
and  the  men  with  them  gradually  deserting  the 
verandah  where  they  had  been  sitting.  The  stage 
was  raised  a  couple  of  feet  higher  than  the  rest  of  the 
floor,  and  was  a  permanent  fixture  at  the  end  of  the 
big  room.  At  length  the  curtain  was  raised,  and  "  The 
Jolly  Jackdaws  "  began  their  performance. 

It  was  an  amusing  little  performance  and  acted 
very  well  by  one  or  two  of  the  men.  McQueen's  voice 
was  greatly  admired,  and  no  one  would  have  thought 
he  was  disliked  from  the  enthusiastic  way  in  which  he 
was  applauded.  When  the  ten  minutes'  interval 
came,  he  went  out  on  to  the  verandah  and  stared 
out  at  the  faces  of  the  crowd  of  natives.  At  first  he 
only  looked  for  Sappira,  and  in  his  disappointment 
at  not  seeing  her  searched  the  faces  two  or  three  times 
over  before  it  struck  him  that  Sitia  also  was  not  in  the 
crowd. 
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"  Which  are  you  looking  for  ?  "  asked  a  voice 
behind  him. 

He  looked  round  and  saw  Mrs.  Wharton  looking  very 
pretty  and  mischievous. 

"  They  are  both  absent,"  he  said,  with  a  smile. 

"  Who  ?  What  do  you  mean  ?  "  she  asked,  looking 
up  at  him  with  her  head  a  little  on  one  side,  like  a 
small  bird. 

"  Both  the  '  whiches, '  "  drawled  McQueen  tantalis- 
ingly. 

Mrs.  Wharton  seized  his  arm  and  shook  it.  "  Tell 
me  at  once.  You  know  we  agreed  to  be  frank." 

"  Certainly,  certainly,"  said  McQueen.  "  I  was 
referring  to  the  persons  you  were  thinking  of,  you 
know.  And  now  my  precious  voice  demands  a  drink 
before  we  go  back,  so  I  fear  I  must  leave  you,"  and 
he  bowed  smilingly  and  went  off  to  the  bar. 

Mrs.  Wharton  was  about  to  leave  the  verandah, 
when  she  noticed  Darby  come  out  and  stare  out 
at  the  crowd  of  faces  in  the  same  manner  as 
McQueen. 

"  How  strange,"  she  thought.  "  Now  has  he  also 
a  dusky  inamorata  out  there  ?  "  "  And  whom  are  you 
seeking,  Mr.  Darby  ?  "  she  asked  aloud.  "  You  look 
as  anxious  as  Mr.  McQueen  did  a  moment  ago." 

Darby  turned  quickly  and  looked  at  her.  Though 
he  did  not  start,  she  was  certain  that  he  was  searching 
for  the  same  person  as  McQueen. 

"  I  can't  say  I  feel  anxious  about  anything,  Mrs. 
Wharton,"  he  said  coldly.  "  And  I  have  no  concern 
with  any  anxiety  Mr.  McQueen  may  have." 

"  Oh  !  Now  you  are  offended  with  me,"  she  said. 
"  You  are  saying  to  yourself  that  I'm  an  interfering 
little  busybody,  aren't  you  ?  " 
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"  I  was  not  saying  it  to  myself  or  aloud,"  said 
Darby,  and  bowing  slightly  he  went  in  again. 

"  Squashed  by  Mr.  McQueen  twice  to-day,"  thought 
Mrs.  Wharton,  "  and  snubbed  by  Mr.  Darby,  Well, 
I've  certainly  asked  for  it." 

Darby  went  back  to  his  seat  and  in  a  few  moments 
the  show  went  on  again.  He  scarcely  noticed  it, 
wondering  what  sort  of  drama  in  real  life  was  being 
acted  outside  in  the  dark  by  Sitia  and  Sappira. 

When  the  curtain  fell  and  every  one  was  engaged  in 
applauding  the  performers,  Darby  slipped  out  and 
down  the  steps  into  the  crowd  itself.  He  walked 
quickly  through  it,  then  across  it  and  then  back, 
without  seeing  either  of  the  two  faces  he  was  seeking. 

He  went  into  the  bar,  and  ordering  a  stingah,  took 
up  his  position  leaning  against  the  bar,  apparently 
much  interested  in  conversation  with  Wharton  about 
the  performance,  but  with  one  eye  on  the  door  of  the 
men's  dressing-room.  After  half  an  hour,  when  all  had 
left  it  but  two,  Wright  and  McQueen,  Wright  came  out. 

"  McQueen's  taking  a  long  time  to  change,"  said 
Darby  casually,  as  Wright  sauntered  up  and  called 
for  a  drink. 

"  McQueen  jumped  out  of  the  window  ten  minutes 
ago,"  said  Wright.  "  I  didn't  ask  him  what  he  was 
up  to.  He  gave  me  no  time.  One  moment  he  was 
there  and  the  next  I  just  saw  him  disappearing. 
Rummy  sort  of  cove.  After  that  girl  again,  I  expect, 
that  he  was  chasing  after  last  night." 

"  Yes  ?  "  said  Darby.  "  Well,  I'm  for  bed.  No 
dance  to-night.  The  show's  enough.  So  long,"  and 
off  he  went. 

Instead  of  going  home,  however,  he  went  first  of 
all  to  Ahmat's  house.  He  knocked  softly  on  the  door 
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and  waited.  There  was  no  answer.  He  waited,  and 
was  about  to  knock  again,  when  the  door  opened  and 
Sitia  appeared  in  the  opening.  The  little  lamp  flickered 
behind  her  on  the  floor  of  the  room,  and  her  figure 
showed  indistinctly  in  the  gloom.  It  was  the  first 
time  since  she  had  left  Rambutan  estate  that  Darby 
had  seen  her,  and  he  had  not  expected  to  see  her  now. 
He  was  glad  of  the  dim  light,  for  he  felt  the  blood 
rush  to  his  head  and  then  as  suddenly  leave  it. 

"  Who  is  it  ?  "  asked  Sitia. 

"  It  is  I,  Tuan  Darby,"  said  he,  and  was  surprised 
to  hear  his  own  voice  sound  much  as  usual  after  all. 

"  Tuan  !  Enter,"  said  Sitia,  in  a  pleased  tone. 
"  My  mother  is  asleep  in  the  inner  room,  my  father  is 
out." 

But  Darby  was  not  coming  in  to  a  teie-d,-tete  with 
Sitia. 

"  I  cannot  stay,"  he  said.  "  Tell  me,  what  have  you 
done  with  Sappira  ?  " 

"  Done  with  her  ?  "  she  asked,  in  apparent  surprise. 
"  I  have  heard  the  story  from  my  father,  and  what  I 
might  have  done  I  know  not,  but  she  has  sailed  this 
evening  for  Deli." 

"  Sailed  for  Deli  ?  "  repeated  Darby.  "  That  is 
sudden.  Why  should  she  go  there  ?  Has  she  friends 
there?  " 

"  Truly  I  do  not  know,  nor  care,"  said  Sitia  coldly. 

"  H'm-m.  Well,  it  is  not  my  business."  He  looked  at 
her,  convinced  that  she  knew  more  than  she  would 
say.  But,  like  her,  he  did  not  care.  All  his  interest 
in  the  affair  had  vanished. 

As  he  looked  at  the  outline  of  Sitia's  head  against 
the  flickering  light,  he  knew  that  there  was  only  one 
thing  he  wanted  to  say  to  her.  If  McQueen  were  to 
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cast  her  off  for  Sappira,  he  could  say  it.  But  by 
warning  Ahmat  he  had  spoilt  his  own  game.  For  the 
moment  a  fierce  hatred  of  his  own  standards  of  honour 
and  decency  surged  up  within  him.  McQueen  was 
right  to  mock  at  them. 

"  A  rotten  bounder  " — yes,  but  it  was  the  rotten 
bounders  who  got  what  they  wanted. 

He  advanced  a  step  towards  her,  and  Sitia,  thinking 
that  he  had  changed  his  mind  and  meant  to  come  in 
and  wait  for  her  father,  laid  her  hand  on  the  door, 
saying  : 

"  Welcome,  tuan." 

Her  voice  was  full  of  pleased  respect  and  at  once 
recalled  Darby  to  himself.  What  a  fool  he  had  been 
to  think  that  it  rested  with  him.  He  might  be  a  cad, 
but  she  would  never  be  anything  but  loyal.  He 
would  not  shame  himself  in  her  eyes. 

"  No,"  he  said,  "  I  can't  stay  after  all.  Sleep  well, 
Sitia,"  and  he  left  the  hut  in  some  haste. 

Sitia  •  looked  after  him,  wondering  why  he  had 
changed  his  mind  twice  about  staying.  She  thought 
his  voice  had  sounded  colder  and  stiffer  than  she  had 
been  used  to  hear  it.  Yet  he  still  took  enough  interest 
in  her  to  warn  her  father  of  the  danger  that  had 
threatened  her  from  Sappira. 

"  But  he  has  befriended  me  from  the  beginning," 
she  said  to  herself,  "  and  where  he  has  once  done  that, 
he  would  not  forget.  The  woman  whom  he  will  love 
need  never  fear  change." 

She  sighed  heavily  as  she  went  back  into  the  hut. 


CHAPTER  XVII 

THE   GHOST   LOVER 

MCQUEEN,   by  getting  out   of  the  dressing- 
room  window,  avoided  showing  himself   in 
the  glare  of  the  club  lights  in  front.     Fully 
convinced  that  Sappira  was  not  in  the  crowd,  as  she 
had  not  been  standing  in  the  place  arranged  when  he 
sought  for  her,  he  made  straight  for  the  hut  by  the 
river.     The  night  was  dark,  and  he  had  to  exercise 
great  care,  as  he  came  at  length  on  to  the  grass,  that 
he  did  not  stumble  into  any  small  surface  drain,  half 
hidden  oven  in  daylight  by  the  coarse  lalang  grass. 

At  length,  after  wetting  his  feet  and  having  missed  the 
way  in  the  pitch  darkness,  he  found  himself  by  the 
river-bank,  and  thought  he  could  make  out  the  dark 
mass  of  the  hut  against  the  river,  a  little  farther  down. 
Going  now  very  cautiously  step  by  step,  lest  he  should 
miss  his  footing  and  go  headlong  down  the  bank  into 
the  river,  he  came  to  the  bottom  of  the  rude  ladder 
that  led  from  the  ground  into  the  building. 

He  seized  the  bamboo  rail,  and  looking  up  to  the 
door,  said  in  a  low  tone,  "  Sappira  !  " 

The  door  creaked  on  its  hinges,  and  then  a  voice 
whispered  in  answer,  "  Tuan." 

McQueen  mounted  the  rungs  of  the  ladder  as  hastily 
as  he  could,  and  pushing  the  door  open,  stepped 
inside.  The  absolute  blackness  of  the  interior  could 
almost  be  felt,  and  the  silence  of  the  place  awed  him. 
He  felt  a  chill  creep  down  his  spine. 
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"  Where  are  you  ?  "  he  called  loudly.  "  Why 
don't  you  light  the  lamp  ?  " 

He  knew  there  was  only  one  room  in  the  hut,  with  a 
single  door  in  front,  and  was  certain  that  Sappira  was 
in  the  room  on  the  mattress  in  front  of  him.  But  his 
only  answer  was  a  soft  sigh  that  might  have  come 
from  any  part  of  the  room.  He  clapped  his  hands  to 
his  pockets,  searching  frantically  for  matches  in  un- 
reasoning terror.  "  Hell,"  he  said  aloud,  "  I've  not 
got  any.  Sappira,  where  are  you  ?  Damn  it,  why 
don't  you  speak  ?  " 

The  answer  came  in  a  very  low  whisper  :  "I  am 
here  and  yet  not  here.  Beside  you  and  yet  far  away. 
I  belong  now  to  another  world  than  yours,  but  I  have 
come  to  meet  you." 

McQueen  stood  for  a  full  ten  seconds  powerless  to 
move  through  sheer  fright,  the  cold  sweat  of  great 
terror  breaking  out  on  his  brow.  Then  pulling  himself 
together,  he  stumbled  forward  with  an  oath,  seeking 
for  the  bed.  After  missing  it  at  first,  and  nearly 
charging  through  the  atap  or  palm  leaf  wall  and  so 
to  the  ground  six  feet  below,  he  found  it ;  and  seizing 
the  edge  of  the  mattress  with  his  left  hand,  he  placed 
his  right  hand  in  the  centre,  only  to  find  it  empty. 

He  jumped  to  his  feet,  and  rushing  to  the  open  door, 
jumped  from  it  blindly  in  the  darkness,  to  the  ground 
below.  He  missed  his  footing  and  rolled  over,  and  as 
he  lay  with  the  breath  knocked  out  of  him,  he  heard 
a  laugh  behind  him,  no  louder  than  a  whisper,  that 
yet  seemed  hideously  mocking. 

It  spurred  him  to  his  feet  and  he  rushed  through 
the  long  lalang,  into  and  out  of  muddy  drains,  never 
stopping  or  halting  till  he  reached  the  road,  sobbing 
from  breathlessness  and  wild  with  panic.  He  paused 
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long  enough  to  get  his  breath,  and  then  hurried  down 
the  road  to  the  club- 

He  ran  up  the  steps  on  to  the  verandah  and  into 
the  glare  of  the  bar-room,  and  called  to  the  boy  sharply 
to  give  him  a  long  whiskey  and  soda. 

"  My  God,  McQueen !  What's  the  matter  with 
you  ?  "  asked  Foster,  a  magistrate,  who  was  standing 
at  the  bar,  talking  to  two  or  three  other  men.  "  You're 
as  white  as  a  sheet  and  you're  covered  with  mud. 
Been  seeing  spooks  and  rolling  in  a  ditch  ?  " 

Every  one  was  staring  at  McQueen,  who  was  cer- 
tainly a  sorry  sight.  He  was  a  man  who  was  afraid 
of  little  that  he  could  see  or  touch,  and  who  professed 
a  disbelief  in  anything  supernatural,  and  was  probably 
sincere  in  his  disbelief.  But  terror  of  the  supernatural 
had  now  seized  and  completely  unbalanced  him.  He 
took  the  long  tumbler  in  a  shaking  hand  that  rattled 
it  against  his  teeth,  and  gulped  down  the  liquor 
greedily.  His  colour  and  his  self-possession  came  back 
to  him  as  he  drained  the  last  drop,  and  he  stared  round 
defiantly  at  Foster. 

"  Never  you  mind,  old  chap,  what  I  saw.  You 
fellows  would  only  laugh  if  I  told  you.  You'll  do  that 
anyway,  but  you  won't  know.  I've  been  thoroughly 
and  properly  scared,  and  I  don't  mind  admitting  it." 

"  No  use  denying  it,  McQueen,"  said  Dr.  Gerald, 
laughing.  "  I  haven't  seen  a  man  look  as  abject  as 
you  for  a  long  time.  How  are  you  going  to  drive  Mrs. 
Wharton  home  with  all  that  filth  on  you  ?  " 

"I'll  have  to  get  Wharton  to  do  that  and  get  a 
rickshaw  for  myself,"  said  McQueen,  whose  face  had 
twisted  into  a  very  unpleasant  grin  at  the  doctor's 
laugh.  "  I  say,  Gerald,  get  him  out  of  that  dancing 
crowd  and  bring  him  here." 
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The  doctor  strolled  off  and  soon  returned  with 
Wharton,  who  was  made  acquainted  with  the  state 
of  affairs. 

"  Make  my  apologies  and  all  that,"  said  McQueen. 
"  Have  a  drink  ?  Whiskey  pahit  ?  Boy !  Two 
whiskeys  and  bitters.  Chin-chin.  Good  night  all," 
and  he  went  out. 

"  Well,  much  as  I  dislike  McQueen,  I  would  not  call 
him  a  coward,"  said  the  doctor.  "  I  wonder  what  the 
devil  scared  him  so  to-night.  He's  seen  a  ghost  or 
fancied  he's  seen  one." 

"  True,"  said  Foster  meditatively.  "  I  should  call 
it  fear  of  the  supernatural  I  read  in  his  face.  It  was 
a  complete  abandonment  of  himself  to  fear.  No 
attempt  at  concealment." 

"  I  don't  think  that  Mac  would  ever  make  much 
attempt  to  conceal  his  emotions,"  said  Penfold,  who 
had  observed  the  whole  scene  without  remark  until 
now,  in  his  peculiarly  silent  manner. 


But  though  he  had  made  no  attempt  at  concealment, 
McQueen  was  full  of  rage  as  he  drove  home  at  the 
thought  of  the  men  in  the  club  who  were  now  all 
laughing  at  him  as  he  supposed.  In  his  blind  terror  he 
had  forgotten  everything  but  the  need  of  instant  com- 
panionship ;  ~  but  now  that  he  had  himself  more  in 
hand,  he  would  have  done  anything,  even  gone  through 
that  same  agony  of  fear  again,  if  he  could  thereby  have 
wiped  out  his  exposure.  They  could  laugh  at  him  for 
anything  else,  they  could  speak  of  him  as  a  bounder 
or  a  blackguard,  and  he  quite  honestly  would  not  mind 
in  the  least,  but  a  coward — that  he  could  not  stand. 
McQueen  had  only  one  vanity,  and  that  he  had  to 
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excess.  Though  he  was  never  known  to  brag  of  it, 
he  was  intensely  proud  of  his  personal  courage.  He 
had  rarely  known  even  what  it  was  is  feel  afraid,  and 
on  those  occasions  had  never  given  any  outward  sign 
of  what  he  felt.  He  could  not  see  that  those  occasions 
were  the  moments  of  his  highest  courage,  and  felt 
ashamed  of  the  inward  fear  that  he  had  successfully 
suppressed. 

So  that  for  the  first  part  of  his  journey  home  his 
rage  was  so  great  as  to  overpower  his  fear,  and  he 
wished  fervently  that  some  convenient  accident  like 
an  earthquake  would  swallow  up  all  the  men  he  had 
just  seen  in  the  club  and  prevent  their  ever  smiling 
or  speaking  to  each  other  of  "  that  night  when  Mac 
was  off  his  head  with  funk."  He  hit  his  clenched  fists 
against  the  side  of  the  rickshaw  as  he  thought  of  it 
and  of  Gerald's  laugh.  It  would  be  a  good  thought  if 
the  earthquake  could  contrive  to  bury  Gerald  alive. 

These  pleasant  fancies  helped  to  keep  away  his 
terror  until  he  noticed,  as  he  had  never  done  before, 
how  lonely  the  road  was,  through  rows  of  rubber  trees 
on  both  sides  of  the  road,  or  by  strips  of  high  jungle, 
or  through  unlighted,  sleeping  kampongs,  with  the 
utter  blackness  of  the  clouded  night  showing  the 
blacker  for  the  feeble  light  of  the  rickshaw  lamps. 
Once  the  ghostly  call  of  an  owl  made  him  jump  in  his 
seat  and  hold  on  tightly  to  the  mud-guards  of  the 
rickshaw. 

"  My  God,"  he  muttered,  "  that  sounds  as  it  might 

be  a  call  from "  And  he  stopped  abruptly,  not 

liking  to  put  into  words  the  thought  that  Sappira's 
spirit  might  still  be  following  him. 

"  I  didn't  take  enough  whiskey  when  I  left  the  club," 
he  thought.  "  I'll  make  up  for  that,  and  no  mistake, 
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when  I  get  to  the  bungalow.  And  Sitia  shall " 

His  thoughts  were  checked  again  by  the  remembrance 
that  Sitia  was  sleeping  at  the  house  of  her  parents  that 
night.  The  idea  of  spending  the  rest  of  the  night  alone 
was  anything  but  pleasant  to  him.  His  thoughts 
wandered  back  to  the  lonely  hut  by  the  river-bank  and 
he  almost  fancied  he  could  again  hear  the  ghostly 
whisper  issuing  from  it. 

He  swore  violently  when  he  reached  the  bungalow 
and  found  it  dark,  save  for  a  solitary  lamp  on  the 
verandah.  He  shouted  for  Mootoosamy,  but  getting 
no  answer,  he  turned  to  the  rickshaw  puller  and  paid 
him  by  the  light  of  the  rickshaw  lamps. 

"  Tuan,"  said  the  Chinaman,  "  can  I  sleep  under 
your  house  for  the  rest  of  the  night  ?  I  am  very 
frightened  to  go  back  alone  in  the  dark.  There  are 
thieves  about  and  ghosts." 

At  any  other  time  McQueen  would  have  told  him 
with  much  cursing  to  clear  off  the  place,  brutality  to 
rickshaw  coolies  being  almost  a  matter  of  principle 
with  him.  But  to-night  he  would  have  welcomed  any 
number  of  human  beings  to  be  near  him,  and  so  he 
gave  him  permission  and  went  off  to  rouse  up  Mootoo- 
samy, shouting  to  him  at  the  top  of  his  voice  to  keep 
up  his  courage. 

As  he  arrived  at  Mootoosamy's  room  the  boy 
appeared  at  the  door,  a  feeble  light  behind  him  just 
showing  up  his  form. 

"  Why  the  devil  are  there  no  lamps  ? "  roared 
McQueen,  giving  him  a  heavy  box  on  the  ear  and 
sending  him  staggering  against  the  wall. 

"  Stand  up,  damn  you,"  he  shouted,  giving  him 
another  on  the  other  ear  to  straighten  him  up. 

"  There  is  a  lamp  on  the  verandah,"  stammered 
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Mootoosamy.  "  I  did  not  think  the  tuan  would  be 
back  till  much  later  and  would  not  want  the  oil 
wasted." 

"  Go  and  light  them,  pig.    Light  them  all." 

"  All,  tuan  ?  "    asked  Mootoosamy,  surprised. 

"  All,  damn  you.  Are  you  deaf  ?  Verandah  lamps 
and  all.  Hurry  now,"  and  McQueen  kicked  at  him 
violently  to  speed  him  on  his  way.  Mootoosamy, 
however,  was  wide  enough  awake  by  this  time  to 
avoid  his  master's  foot,  and  he  scurried  away  to  light 
up  the  house.  As  soon  as  there  was  light  enough  to 
see  by,  McQueen  had  the  whiskey  out  and  some  soda 
water  and  took  it  into  his  room.  He  mixed  himself 
a  very  stiff  stingah,  and  sitting  on  the  bed,  drank  half 
of  it  and  looked  round  the  room. 

"  That's  better,"  he  thought  as  he  felt  the  warmth 
of  the  spirit  spreading  through  him.  "  My  God,  but 
I  wanted  that."  He  pulled  out  his  pipe  and  filled  and 
lighted  it,  and  lying  back  in  a  long  chair,  puffed  away 
at  it  for  a  few  moments  with  great  vigour. 

"  Sappira's  dead,"  he  thought,  "  that's  certain.  I 
never  believed  in  spirits  before,  barring  those  I  could 
drink,  but  there's  no  getting  away  from  what  I  heard 
to-night.  But  what  did  she  mean  by  coming  back 
for  me  P  .  .  .  She  was  a  devil  when  she  was  alive  by 
all  accounts,  and  I  believe  she's  a  devil  in  reality  now. 
Did  she  want  to  drag  me  to  hell  with  her  ?  " 

He  tried  to  laugh  at  the  idea,  but  he  shivered,  and 
giving  a  scared  look  round  the  room,  he  drank  off  the 
contents  of  his  tumbler  and  then  filled  it  again  with 
a  mixture  as  strong  as  before. 

"  I'd  give  a  lot  to  have  Sitia  here  to-night,"  he 
thought.  "  What  possessed  me  to  run  after  that 
Javanese  witch,  when  I  had  as  good  a  girl  as  a  man 
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could  wish  for  at  home  ?  Wonder  what  she'd  say  if 
she  knew  ?  Penf old  thought  she  might  poison  me  if  I 
chucked  her  for  another  woman.  Wonder  if  she  would  ? 
Pshaw  !  I  didn't  chuck  her  or  think  of  doing  it.  It's 
hell  if  a  man  can't  have  a  bit  of  fun  with  another  girl 
without  having  a  blooming  tragedy  over  it,"  and  he 
took  another  good  drink. 

"  Anyway,"  he  went  on,  pursuing  the  same  train  of 
thought,  "  I'll  take  this  as  a  warning.  No  more  fooling 
around  away  from  home  again  for  me." 

He  finished  his  drink,  and  getting  up,  wandered 
restlessly  into  the  other  room  and  then  on  to  the 
verandah.  He  did  not  stay  there,  however ;  the 
black  night  outside  and  the  whispering  rustle  of  leaves 
in  the  night  breeze  brought  back  again  the  recollection 
of  his  terrors  ;  and  he  went  to  his  room  again  to  refill 
his  glass  and  take  off  his  clothes.  Having  got  into  a 
sarong,  he  threw  himself  on  his  bed,  and  his  deep 
potations  taking  effect,  he  fell  into  a  heavy  sleep. 

He  woke  a  couple  of  hours  later,  and  after  a  few 
moments  awake  he  recollected  all  that  had  happened. 
He  immediately  rose  and  drank  another  strong  whiskey, 
and  going  back  to  bed,  slumbered  again.  This  time  he 
did  not  wake  till  broad  daylight ;  and  never  was  he  so 
thankful  to  see  the  cheerful  sunlight  as  he  was  then, 
although  his  head  was  throbbing  from  the  whiskey  he 
had  drunk  and  he  felt  unstrung  and  shaky. 

He  called  for  breakfast  and  tried  to  eat,  though 
with  little  success.  Then  he  walked  out  into  the  estate 
to  inspect  the  tapping,  in  as  easy  a  fashion  as  he  could. 
He  was  full  of  a  great  impatience  to  see  Sitia  again 
quickly.  The  whole  adventure  with  Sappira  had  the 
effect  now  of  making  him  crave  for  Sitia's  presence. 
Often  he  compared  the  two  girls — Sitia's  love  for  him, 
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her  beauty,  her  care  for  his  housekeeping,  and  her 
quiet  cheerful  companionship,  all  came  to  his  mind  ; 
while  Sappira,  as  he  well  knew,  loved  him  no  more 
than  he  loved  her.  The  momentary  excitement  of  a 
fresh  adventure  was  all  that  he  could  have  got  out  of 
her,  and  would  he  even  have  cared  so  much  for  that,  if 
it  had  not  been  for  the  pleasure  of  crossing  Darby  in 
front  of  his  coolies  ? 

After  he  had  visited  the  latex  shed,  he  took  his  way 
to  the  house,  his  heart  beating  in  anticipation  of  seeing 
Sitia,  in  a  way  that  reminded  him  of  the  day  on  which 
she  first  set  foot  in  his  bungalow.  He  went  up  the 
verandah  steps,  stamping  loudly  so  that  she  could 
hear  if  she  were  near.  There  was  no  sign  of  her.  He 
halted  on  the  verandah  and  called  "  Sitia  "  loudly, 
with  almost  an  appealing  note  in  his  voice. 

She  had  seen  him  coming,  and  having  mixed  his 
stingah,  was  bringing  it  up  the  back  stairs  as  he  came 
up  the  front.  She  at  once  caught  the  troubled  note 
in  his  voice,  and  setting  down  the  glass  on  the  side- 
board, came  quickly  forward. 

"  What  is  it,  tuan  ?  "  she  cried.  "  Is  anything 
wrong  ?  " 

McQueen  strode  forward  to  meet  her,  clasped  her 
in  his  arms,  and  almost  lifting  her  in  his  embrace,  gave 
her  a  long  and  fierce  kiss. 

"  Tuan  !  What  is  it  ?  "  asked  Sitia,  when  at  length 
his  lips  were  free.  "  Is  anything  troubling  you  ?  " 

"  Was  I  not  alone  all  last  night  ?  "  asked  McQueen. 
"  Is  it  not  enough  to  trouble  me  that  I  should  wake  in 
the  night  and  not  find  you  there  ?  That  there  should 
be  no  Sitia  to  greet  me  when  I  rose,  and  that  I 
should  go  out  to  work  without  a  kiss  or  a  word  from 
you  ?  " 
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"  Truly,  tuan  ?  "  asked  Sitia,  her  eyes  moist  with 
pleasure  at  hearing  these  words  uttered  by  him  in 
so  fervent  a  tone.  "  Did  the  tuan  truly  miss  me  so 
much  and  fret  for  my  return  ?  " 

"  Really  and  truly,  my  pearl  among  women.  The 
hours  have  been  heavy  in  your  absence." 

Sitia  reached  up  and  with  deep  emotion  kissed 
him. 

"  I  did  not  think  my  tuan  would  have  fretted  so  at 
my  absence.  I  would  have  returned  after  the  mems' 
dance  was  finished  had  I  known.  When  I  parted  from 
the  tuan  when  the  sun  was  going  down  yesterday 
I  thought  the  tuan  had  not  me  in  his  thoughts,  and 
that  I  would  not  be  in  his  mind  till  I  saw  him 
again." 

"  The  singing  play  and  the  dance  were  in  my 
thoughts,"  said  McQueen.  "  But  when  I  returned  to 
an  empty  bungalow,  your  presence  rose  before  my 
eyes  and  I  wanted  you  as  I  have  never  wanted  you 
before." 

That  at  least  was  true.  McQueen's  fear  the  night 
before  had  been  greater  than  his  love  at  any  previous 
time. 

Sitia  laid  her  hand  upon  his  breast  and  snuggled 
to  him.  The  fear  that  he  had  been  hankering  after 
Sappira  was  gone.  It  might  be  true  as  her  father  had 
suggested,  that  he  had  been  attracted  by  the  sight  of 
the  woman's  beauty,  when  he  had  seen  her  on  the 
morning  that  she  had  been  discharged  by  Darby. 
Indeed,  it  would  have  been  strange  if  he  had  not. 
But  his  love  for  her  was  proved  by  his  distress  at  her 
absence  from  him  for  even  one  night.  Still  the  feeling 
remained,  that  it  was  just  as  well  Sappira  had  been 
removed  out  of  harm's  way. 
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McQueen  bent  and  kissed  her  again.  "  Now  I  am 
happy  again  that  I  have  you,  for  Sitia  I  love  you," 
and  at  that  moment  he  meant  all  he  said.  He  walked 
over  and  took  his  stingah,  and  Sitia  went  away  to 
get  his  tiffin. 

That  afternoon  Sitia  took  her  mat  to  the  doorway 
of  her  room  and  sat  there  cross-legged  and  smoking 
a  cigarette.  She  was  feeling  very  happy  and  at  peace 
with  all  the  world.  Presently  Mootoosamy  came  out 
with  McQueen's  soiled  white  clothes,  it  being  the  day 
the  dhobi  called  for  the  weekly  wash. 

"  Will  the  mem  take  the  count  of  the  pieces  ?  " 
asked  Mootoosamy. 

"  Lay  them  down  here,  then,  and  give  me  the  book," 
said  Sitia.  She  had  been  to  school  as  a  child  and  was 
able  to  read  and  write  both  in  European  and  Malay 
characters  ;  a  somewhat  rare  accomplishment  in  a 
Sumatra  Malay  girl  of  her  class  at  that  time.  Mootoo- 
samy laid  down  the  washing  and  turned  over  the  pieces 
one  by  one,  while  Sitia  checked  them. 

"  Those  trousers  are  all  over  mud,"  said  Sitia. 
"  How  is  that  ?  The  tuan  does  not  go  to  his  work  in 
white  trousers." 

"  These  are  the  trousers  he  wore  last  night,"  said 
Mootoosamy.  "  And  see,  the  jacket  is  soiled  too,  as 
it  should  not  be  after  a  night's  wear  at  the  club." 

Sitia  did  look,  and  a  puzzled  look  came  into  her 
eyes. 

"  The  tuan  came  back  much  earlier  than  I  expected," 
said  Mootoosamy.  "  He  was  very  angry  because  only 
one  lamp  was  alight.  He  beat  me  and  made  me  light 
ail  the  lamps  in  all  the  rooms  and  the  verandah." 

"  All  the  rooms  !  "   repeated  Sitia,  in  surprise. 

"  Yes,"  said  Mootoosamy.     He  hesitated,  and  then 
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said  mysteriously  and  a  little  timidly  :  "I  think  the 
tuan  was  afraid." 

"  Afraid  !  "  said  Sitia  contemptuously.  "  What 
should  make  Tuan  McQueen  afraid  ?  " 

"  Nothing  living,"  said  Mootoosamy.  "  But  he 
wanted  all  the  lamps  lighted,  and  several  times  he  looked 
behind  him  and  around  him.  And  he  took  the  whiskey 
bottle  to  his  room  with  him.  /  think  the  tuan  had  seen 
a  hanter  "  (spirit). 

'  You  had  better  not  try  to  think  too  much, 
Mootoo,"  said  Sitia  coldly.  "  It  will  tire  you.  It  is 
not  the  first  time  the  tuan  has  had  the  whiskey  in  his 
bedroom  ;  and  a  man  may  surely  crave  for  the  cheer- 
fulness of  light  after  the  lonely  blackness  of  the  road 
home.  Put  those  clothes  in  the  bag." 

Mootoosamy  did  so  and  Sitia  lit  another  cigarette. 
But  her  happy  contentment  of  mind  was  gone.  She 
did  not  go  so  far  as  to  believe  that  McQueen  had  been 
out  seeking  for  Sappira  the  night  before,  but  she  sus- 
pected that  something  had  happened  that  he  was 
keeping  from  her.  For  some  time  she  pondered  idly 
over  the  fact  of  his  muddied  clothes  and  how  and  why 
they  had  got  in  that  condition. 

Then  came  the  recollection  of  Mootoosamy's  words 
about  the  fear  that  McQueen  had  apparently  showed. 
Perhaps  he  had  seen  a  ghost  and  in  fleeing  from  it 
had  stumbled  into  a  ditch. 

"  Ah  !  "  she  thought,  sitting  upright.  "  If  he  did 
come  back  in  terror  he  would  need  me  sorely.  It 
would  not  be  his  love  for  me  alone  that  would  make 
him  look  round  for  me  in  the  night-time  and  lament 
that  I  was  not  there." 

She  threw  away  her  cigarette  and  stared  before  her, 
brooding  over  this  new  idea. 
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"  At  least  his  fear  taught  him  how  much  he  needed 
me  and  loved  me,"  she  thought  at  last.  "  All  the 
warmth  of  love  was  in  the  embrace  he  gave  me  this 
morning,  and  the  craving  for  me  in  his  voice  when  he 
called  to  me,  half  fearing  that  I  was  not  there.  Oh, 
my  beloved  !  Do  you  need  fear  to  put  it  in  your  heart 
how  much  you  love  me  ?  My  love  for  you  needs  no 
teachers.  Neither  fear,  nor  pain,  nor  absence  from 
your  presence  can  teach  me  to  love  you  more." 

She  wisely  resolved  to  say  nothing  to  him  on  the 
subject  of  his  muddy  clothes  or  the  lighted  lamps. 
Why  irritate  him  by  questions  that  would  bring  un- 
pleasant recollections  and  spoil  the  happy  content- 
ment of  them  both  ? 

That  evening,  when  he  returned,  McQueen  seemed  to 
be  filled  with  as  strong  a  k>ve  for  Sitia  as  on  the  first 
evening  when  she  had  poured  out  his  tea  for  him  on 
the  verandah  ;  and  Sitia  opened  out  like  a  flower 
in  the  warmth  of  the  morning  sun. 

Neither  wished  to  do  anything  after  McQueen  had 
bathed  but  sit  on  the  verandah  in  the  dusk,  while  he 
sang  to  please  her,  or  listened  contentedly  to  her  low 
soft  voice.  It  was  an  evening  of  great  happiness  to  the 
girl.  The  thrill  of  her  joy  seemed  to  lift  her  up  and  out 
of  herself.  Sitting  beside  him  on  the  couch,  she  freely 
and  often  offered  her  lips  to  McQueen  of  her  own 
impulse  ;  an  act  of  rare  occurrence  with  her.  A  High- 
lander would  have  described  her  as  being  fey.  Perhaps 
she  was. 

"  Tuan,"  she  said  at  last,  long  after  night  had  fallen 
and  they  had  sat  in  the  darkness  on  the  verandah, 
with  only  the  brilliant  stars  for  their  light,  "  tuan, 
it  comes  into  my  mind  that  this  is  the  happiest  moment 
of  my  life,  more  glorious  than  when  I  first  loved  you, 
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and  that  I  can  never  be  happier  than  I  am  now.  It 
is  as  if  I  had  lost  the  tuan  for  a  little  while  and  found 
him  again,  with  all  the  glory  of  his  love  renewed.  I 
have  been  taken  up  and  up  with  you  into  Paradise. 
If  we  could  die  now  in  each  other's  arms,  my  people 
might  spurn  my  body  to  the  dogs  for  aught  that  I 
would  care." 

"  Truly  I  do  not  wish  to  die,  Sitia,"  said  McQueen. 
"  I  am  too  happy  for  that.  I  would  rather  live  with 
you,  and  as  for  Paradise,  I  think  we  have  not  been  far 
away  from  it  to-night.  But  why  speak  as  if  you  had 
lost  me  for  awhile  and  found  me  again  ?  You  have 
never  lost  me  for  a  moment.  Since  I  first  saw  you  I 
have  never  looked  upon  a  woman  who  could  be  com- 
pared with  you." 

"  Have  you  never  seen  a  face  as  beautiful  as  mine 
since  you  saw  me,  tuan  ?  " 

"  Never,"  said  McQueen  stoutly.  "  Could  any  face 
attract  me  after  I  had  seen  yours  ?  And  if  I  did  see 
a  face  as  fair  as  yours,  would  it  have  your  spirit  behind 
the  eyes  that  makes  the  beauty  of  your  face  ?  " 

Sitia  laid  her  head  contentedly  on  his  breast. 

"  Truly  my  heart  is  full  of  joy  to  hear  the  tuan  say 
so.  And  his  voice  rings  true.  It  was  in  my  mind  that 
the  tuan  had  me  not  in  his  thoughts  so  much  of  late, 
but  I  know  that  he  has  many  cares  in  which  I  cannot 
help  him." 

McQueen  felt  a  sting  of  self-reproach.  Not  in  his 
thoughts  !  It  was  true.  He  had  been  growing  accus- 
tomed to  her  and  had  been  as  ready  to  enjoy  a  bout 
of  drinking  as  an  evening  with  her. 

"  In  one  way  you  are  right,  Sitia,"  he  said.  "  I  have 
been  drinking  whiskey  too  much  lately,  and  whiskey 
makes  a  man  forgetful  and  negligent,  even  of  those 
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he  loves  best.  Also  I  have  had  much  to  think  of  lately. 
But  not  again  will  I  appear  careless  of  you,  my  queen, 
my  pearl  of  the  East.  I  promise,  and  I  seal  my  promise 
thus,"  and  he  kissed  her  passionately. 

"  It  is  well,  tuan  ;  I  will  not  doubt  you,"  said  Sitia. 
"  Are  you  not  my  life  ?  It  is  not  mere  words." 

She  returned  his  kiss,  putting  all  her  soul  into  it,  and 
they  rose  and  went  in. 


CHAPTER  XVIII 

THE  WITCH    LOVER 

MCQUEEN  rose  early  one  Sunday  morning 
about  three  months  after  the  performance 
of  "  The  Jolly  Jackdaws,"  in  order  to  go 
pig-shooting  with  three  other  planters.  There  had 
been  no  further  outside  influences  to  distract  him  from 
his  love  for  Sitia,  and  the  days  had  sped  by  in  harmony 
and  peace. 

Sitia  had  been  almost  convinced  of  the  needlessness 
of  her  fears,  and  her  belief  in  McQueen's  faithfulness 
was  undisturbed. 

McQueen  went  out  yawning  on  to  the  verandah. 
The  sky  was  rapidly  brightening  in  the  east,  and 
there  was  a  refreshing  coolness  in  the  air.  Sitia  came 
to  him,  bringing  his  cup  of  tea. 

"  Hurry  up  with  breakfast,  Sitia,"  he  said.  "  The 
other  tuans  will  be  here  in  less  than  an  hour.  I  shall 
not  be  back  to  tiffin.  Do  you  think  you  will  be  able  to 
get  on  without  me  ?  "  and  he  tapped  her  cheek  with 
his  fingers. 

Sitia  looked  up  to  him  with  a  request  so  clearly 
written  in  her  face  that  McQueen  could  see  she  wanted 
a  favour  granted  as  plainly  as  if  she  had  spoken. 

"  Well,  Princess  ;   what  is  it  ?  "   he  asked. 

"  Tuan,  this  night  my  mother  gives  a  feast  to  certain 
of  her  friends,  as  you  know,  because  you  have  allowed 
me  to  go  to  it.  Will  the  tuan  grant  to  Sitia  this  also, 
that  I  may  sleep  this  night  with  my  mother  ?  I 
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would  return  very  early.  Before  the  tuan  goes  to 
the  field." 

McQueen  looked  a  little  glum.  He  had  long  ago 
got  over  his  superstitious  fears,  but  he  disliked  having 
to  forego  Sitia's  company. 

"  Damn  it  all.  The  last  night  I  spent  alone  was 
none  too  pleasant." 

"  I  could  not  return  in  any  case  till  very  late," 
pleaded  Sitia.  "  The  tuan  would  be  sure  to  be  asleep 
and  would  not  see  me  till  the  morning."  She  stood 
looking  at  him  appealingly.  McQueen,  after  looking 
out  over  the  rubber  discontentedly,  turned  to  raise 
some  further  objection,  but  noting  the  wistfulness  in 
her  face,  melted  and  kissed  her. 

"  Very  well.  You  shall  have  your  night  out.  It's 
not  often  you  do,  is  it  ?  Run  along  now  and  get 
breakfast." 

Sitia  went  off  happy,  and  McQueen  bathed  and 
dressed.  As  he  was  sitting  at  table  finishing  his  meal, 
the  others  came  in  ;  Penfold,  who  owned  the  pack  of 
nondescript  dogs  that  had  been  trained  for  driving 
the  pig,  Dr.  Gerald,  and  another  planter  named 
Scott. 

"  Still  at  your  breakfast,  Mac  ?  "  said  Penfold. 
"  We've  got  five  miles  to  go,  you  know,  and  we're 
none  too  early." 

"  Shan't  be  a  moment,"  said  McQueen,  gulping  down 
his  coffee  "  When  did  you  send  the  dogs  on  ?  " 

"  Sent  'em  along  in  the  bullock  cart  at  four  o'clock. 
They  should  be  there  by  now  and  waiting." 

"  If  you  swallow  boiling  coffee  at  that  rate,  Mac," 
said  Dr.  Gerald,  "  you  will  certainly  suffer  internally 
and  I  shall  lose  my  sport  attending  to  you  pro- 
fessionally." 
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Even  as  he  spoke,  McQueen  jumped  up  with  his 
hand  to  his  mouth,  knocking  the  coffee-pot  off  the  table 
and  scalding  the  cat,  who  was  rubbing  herself  ingratiat- 
ingly against  his  leg.  They  both  sprang  back  from  the 
flowing  coffee-pot,  swearing  and  cursing  in  chorus, 
while  the  others  laughed  and  cheered,  declaring  the 
cat's  profanity  a  match  even  for  McQueen's. 

At  last  they  mounted  their  bicycles  and  rode  up 
the  Utan  Ular  road  for  about  three  miles,  when  they 
turned  to  the  right  along  the  road  to  Timor,  a  little 
village  on  the  coast.  After  going  a  couple  of  miles, 
they  came  to  a  strip  of  jungle  that  had  been  left  be- 
tween two  clearings  and  which  they  proposed  to  drive. 
Here  they  found  the  bullock  cart  that  Penfold  had 
sent  on  ahead,  with  the  dog-boy  standing  by  it, 
holding  the  dogs  in  leash. 

"  Now,  Sinnaiah,"  said  Penfold  to  the  coolie.  "  Wait 
ten  minutes  till  we  have  gone  on  and  then  put  the  dogs 
in." 

There  was  a  small  kampong  close  to  the  edge  of  the 
jungle.  Two  or  three  huts  stood  in  the  shade  of  some 
tall  cocoanuts.  A  woman  appeared  for  a  moment  at 
the  door  of  one  of  these  and  stared  at  the  white  men. 
Then  she  turned  sharply  and  disappeared  again. 

"  I'll  have  one  of  those  cocoanuts  when  we've 
finished,"  said  Scott.  "  I'll  bet  I'll  be  dry  enough  for 
it  by  that  time." 

"I'll  nurse  my  thirst  till  I  get  back,"  said  McQueen 
"  If  I've  got  a  thirst  that  I  wouldn't  lose  for  quids,  I 
don't  want  to  drown  it  in  cocoanut  milk.  A  long  cold 
beer  is  worth  waiting  for." 

They  were  walking  down  the  edge  of  the  jungle  to 
take  their  places  at  the  farther  end  of  the  strip  where 
the  "  rentises  "  or  channels  were  cut  across  it  in  a 
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V  shape.  Gerald  and  Penfold  walked  down  one  side 
of  the  jungle  and  Scott  and  McQueen  the  other. 

As  they  started  off  the  girl  appeared  again  at  the 
door  watching  them,  her  head  covered  by  a  sarong. 
After  they  had  gone  some  distance  she  came  down 
the  steps  and  cautiously  followed  on  the  side  that 
Scott  and  McQueen  had  taken. 

At  the  mouth  of  the  first  rentis  McQueen  stopped. 

"  I'll  take  this  one,  Scott,"  he  said. 

"  Because  you're  too  lazy  to  walk  any  farther, 
eh  ?  "  said  Scott.  "  Well,  all  right,"  and  he  walked 
on  another  couple  of  hundred  yards  and  entered  the 
second  rentis  a  little  way  in. 

Shortly  after  the  dogs  were  put  in  at  the  end  of  the 
jungle  by  the  road  that  they  had  left,  and  by  the  noise 
they  made  it  was  evident  they  had  found  pig  at  the 
start.  They  were  driving  the  pig  down  to  the  rentises 
at  the  end  of  which  the  men  were  standing  ;  and  the 
object  of  the  V  shape  of  the  rentises  was  that  they 
should  not  shoot  each  other  as  they  fired  up  the  path 
when  the  pig  rushed  past. 

After  a  quarter  of  an  hour  a  small  pig  bolted  across 
the  rentis  rather  far  up  from  McQueen,  who  fired  at 
him,  but  missed.  He  loaded  his  rifle  again  and  waited. 
Two  or  three  minutes  later  a  great  boar  rushed  across 
about  twenty  yards  from  him.  This  time  he  was  more 
fortunate,  and  sent  the  boar  flying  head  over  heels  into 
the  jungle  across  the  rentis. 

McQueen,  pleased  with  his  success,  had  just  ejected 
the  cartridge  <  case  preparatory  to  loading  again, 
when  the  boar  with  a  squeal  of  rage  shot  out  of  the 
jungle  towards  him  like  a  rocket. 

Now  a  wounded  boar  is  as  dangerous  as  a  tiger. 
Some  say  more  so,  as  they  claim  he  is  a  harder  beast 
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to  kill.  McQueen  knew  this  well  enough,  but  did  not 
lose  his  nerve.  He  already  had  the  new  cartridge  in 
his  hand.  He  slipped  it  into  the  rifle  and  fired  when 
the  furious  beast  was  hardly  six  feet  from  him.  It 
struck  the  boar  in  the  forehead  and  he  took  another 
amazing  header,  this  time  into  McQueen,  knocking 
him  flat. 

He  came  down  on  the  back  of  his  head,  and  his  first 
impression  was  that  the  jungle,  the  sky,  and  the  earth 
were  all  flying  in  one  mad  whirl  around  him.  At  last 
this  died  down  and  he  lay  still,  conscious  only  that 
as  the  boar  had  not  charged  again  by  now,  it  must  be 
dead,  but  feeling  very  unwilling  to  move  as  yet  and 
see.  Presently  he  thought  he  heard  something  move 
behind  him,  and  struggling  to  a  sitting  position,  he 
turned  to  see  what  it  was.  At  the  first  glance  he  turned 
pale  as  death,  and  his  heart  seemed  to  stop  beating. 
With  a  sound  between  a  groan  and  a  cry  he  scrambled 
back  two  or  three  yards,  staring  at  the  figure  of  a 
woman  that  stood  before  him.  It  was  none  other  than 
Sappira. 

Sappira,  whose  ghostly  voice  he  had  imagined 
calling  him  to  follow  her  that  they  might  continue 
their  amours  in  the  nether  regions,  seated  herself  cross- 
legged  on  the  ground,  looking  up  at  him  with  her 
well-remembered  cunning,  alluring  smile. 

"  What  does  the  tuan  fear  ?  "  she  asked,  noticing 
the  terror  in  his  face,  while  his  breath  came  and  went 
in  quick  gasps  as  if  he  had  been  running.  The  matter- 
of-fact  tone  of  her  question  sobered  McQueen.  She 
certainly  did  not  appear  to  be  a  ghost.  He  looked  at 
her  beautiful  face,  and  the  slyness  and  sensuality  in  it  - 
repelled  him  as  he  half  consciously  compared  it  with 
Sitia's. 
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"  I  went  to  your  house  at  midnight,  after  the  tuans' 
singing  play,"  he  said  sullenly.  "  I  called  to  you  and 
you  answered  me.  I  entered  and  you  spoke  to  me, 
but  you  were  not  there.  You  told  me  you  had  died 
and  that  it  was  your  spirit  had  come  to  meet  me.  Now 
you  appear  hi  the  flesh.  Do  you  think:  the  tuan  is 
one  with  whom  it  is  safe  to  play  such  tricks  ?  "  he 
asked,  his  anger  rising  as  he  spoke  with  the  memory 
of  that  shameful  night. 

"  I  !  "  said  Sappira,  surprised  in  her  turn.  "  I  play 
a  trick  on  you  at  the  house  by  the  river  !  I  was  not  in 
the  house  by  the  river  on  the  night  of  the  singing  play, 
and  certainly  it  was  not  I  that  spoke  to  the  tuan." 

"  Then  why  were  you  not  there  since  you  were 
not  dead  ?  "  demanded  McQueen.  "  Did  you  not 
agree  that  I  should  come  to  you  there  after  the  singing 
was  over  ?  /  came  as  I  said  I  would,  and  was  be- 
fooled by  a  mock  hanter,  till — till  I  left  the  place," 
he  finished  somewhat  lamely.  But  Sappira's  watchful 
mocking  eyes  reminded  him  that  she  had  just  witnessed 
his  fear,  and  that  it  was  useless  to  try  and  conceal  what 
he  had  felt  that  night. 

"  Yes,"  he  snarled,  suddenly  turning  on  her,  "  till 
I  ran,  ran  from  the  house  as  from  an  evil  spirit.  By 
Allah,  I  will  know  whom  to  pay  for  it." 

Sappira  shrank  away  a  little  as  he  rose  and  stood 
over  her  threateningly.  He  was  hot  with  anger  by 
now,  as  all  the  terrors  of  that  night  that  he  had  suffered 
rose  before  him,  and  the  thought  that  he  had  been 
played  upon  maddened  him. 

"  The  tuan  had  better  ask  his  girl,  Sitia,"  said 
Sappira,  leaning  back  on  the  palms  of  her  hands, 
placed  on  the  ground  behind  her,  and  looking  up  at 
him  with  a  furtive  suspicion  of  a  smile  in  her  glance. 
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"  Sitia  !  "  shouted  McQueen,  catching  her  by  the 
shoulder  and  shaking  her  violently,  so  that  she  fell 
over  on  her  side  on  the  ground.  "  Keep  her  name  out 
of  your  mouth,  you  five-legged  witch.  What  should 
you  know  of  Sitia  ?  " 

"  Will  the  tuan  let  me  tell  him  what  happened  to  me 
on  that  night  of  the  singing  play  ?  How  I  was  carried 
off  safely  out  of  your  way  ;  ay,  even  while  the  tuan 
was  singing  in  the  club  was  I  taken  away  out  of  the 
crowd,  that  stood  in  front  of  the  club  to  watch  and 
listen." 

"  Some  lie.    Some  fairy  tale,  I  suppose,"  he  growled. 

"  No  lie  and  no  fairy  tale,  tuan,  but  a  carefully  laid 
plot  to  prevent  my  meeting  the  tuan.  Will  the  tuan 
hear  his  servant  ?  " 

"  Say  on,  then,"  said  McQueen.  "  Out  of  many 
lies  one  may  perhaps  unravel  the  truth,  and  the  truth 
I  will  discover." 

"  Listen  well,  then,  tuan.  That  night  I  was  standing 
in  the  crowd  looking  through  the  doors  into  the 
lighted  room,  where  the  tuans  and  the  mems  were 
singing  and  acting,  when  a  voice,  a  beautiful  voice, 
tuan,  called  me  by  name.  I  looked  round  and  saw 
a  young  man  wearing  the  yellow  turban  and  a  silk 
robe  across  the  lower  part  of  his  face  and  falling  in 
front  of  him.  His  face  was  in  shadow,  but  the  eyes 
that  looked  into  mine  seemed  to  burn  through  the 
darkness,  and  something  in  them  held  me,  even  as  a 
bird  is  held  by  the  gaze  of  a  snake.  He  spoke  to  me 
and  told  me  he  was  stricken  by  the  beauty  of  my 
face  ;  that  he  had  travelled  far  and  seen  men  and 
women  in  many  countries,  but  no  woman  so  beautiful 
as  I,  and  that  he  hungered  for  me,  tuan.  Tuan,  I  was 
held  spellbound  by  his  eyes,  and  when  he  asked  me 
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to  follow  him  to  where  his  ship  was  lying  at  the  wharf 
he  laid  his  hand  on  mine,  and  though  I  felt  it  strangely 
small  and  slender,  yet  there  was  a  power  in  it  I  had 
never  felt  in  any  man's  hand.  Even  had  I  wished  to 
do  so,  it  seemed  it  would  be  impossible  to  draw  away 
my  fingers  from  that  light  grasp,  as  it  was  impossible 
to  draw  my  eyes  from  his.  Blindly,  unquestioningly, 
I  let  myself  be  turned  and  led  away  from  the  crowd 
of  sightseers." 

"I'll  bet  it's  the  first  man  you  ever  thought  you 
loved,"  growled  McQueen. 

Sappira  looked  at  him  a  little  queerly  and  went  on  : 
"  I  followed  him,  tuan,  as  one  in  a  dream.  Even  the 
night  seemed  to  roll  away  and  we  walked  in  a  soft 
golden  light,  he  a  little  in  front,  but  always  holding 
me  by  the  hand,  and  my  hand  powerless,  and  willing 
to  be  powerless  in  his  grasp." 

She  paused  as  if  contemplating  the  ecstatic  trance 
of  that  strange  wooing. 

"  Go  on,"  said  McQueen  sternly.  "  You  are  no 
nearer  to  solving  the  riddle  of  your  ghost  as  yet." 

"  Patience,"  said  Sappira,  "  and  the  tuan  can 
solve  that  riddle  for  himself.  Just  as  I  seemed  to  be 
no  longer  walking,  but  floating,  he  let  go  his  clasp 
upon  my  hand  and  I  fell.  Fell !  Ah  !  That  was 
a  fall  in  which  I  lived  an  age  in  a  moment.  The  light 
rolled  away  and  gave  place  to  darkness  ;  bliss  fled 
before  despair  so  utter,  that  I  know  now  what  the 
damned  souls  feel  in  the  hopeless  regions  of  hell,  and 
I  was  falling,  falling — when  I  awoke." 

McQueen  cursed  impatiently.  "  What  the  devil  has 
all  this  to  do  with  me  ?  "  he  demanded. 

Sappira  held  up  her  hand  to  quieten  him.  "  I 
awoke,  with  a  fall  that  jarred  my  spine,  to  find  myself 
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sitting  on  the  floor  of  a  little  ship's  cabin  evilly  lighted 
by  a  small  lamp.  Before  me  stood  the  hadji,  menacing 
and  stern.  When  I  cried  out  in  my  fear  to  know  who 
he  was,  he  turned  and  left  me.  Now  I  know  who  he 
was.  It  was  Che  Thia." 

"  Sitia  !  "  said  McQueen  slowly.  "  Take  care,  girl. 
If  this  is  not  the  truth,  I  swear  I  shall  have  your  life 
made  a  misery  to  you.  Remember  Sitia  is  a  pawang's 
daughter,  and  if  I  set  her  on  to  you,  you  may  get 
ready  for  death." 

Sappira  shuddered.  "  Who  should  know  that  better 
than  I  ?  What  I  tell  you  is  the  truth,  tuan  ;  I  swear 
it  by  Allah  and  his  prophet.  After  many  days  I 
coaxed  and  threatened  the  truth  from  Dolah,  the 
captain  of  the  ship,  though  with  much  difficulty.  He 
told  me  that  it  was  known  that  you  had  seen  me  at 
the  go-down  on  Rambutan  estate  when  Tuan  Darby 
dismissed  me.  That  I  had  attracted  you  by  my 
beauty  and  was  seeking  your  love.  To  prevent  my 
meeting  you  any  more,  Che  Thia  had  bewitched  me 
and  lured  me  on  to  this  ship,  that  I  might  be  taken 
to  Achin  and  there  sold  as  a  slave  to  some  up-country 
rajah." 

"  WTell,"  said  McQueen,  as  she  stopped,  "  let's 
hear  the  rest  of  what  happened  to  you  and  why  you 
are  here." 

"  The  rest  is  simple,  tuan.  This  Dolah,  the  owner 
and  captain  of  the  vessel,  was  a  young  man.  He  found 
me  too  beautiful  to  part  with  to  any  Achinese  rajah, 
and  took  me  to  himself.  He  would  allow  me  ashore 
nowhere,  and  watched  me  closely,  but  three  nights 
ago  his  ship  put  in  at  Timor,  and  in  the  darkness  I 
slipped  over  the  side  and  swam  ashore." 

McQueen   put   his   hand   to   his   aching   head   and 
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looked  around  him  savagely.  It  was  as  if  he  searched 
the  very  jungle  for  a  clue  to  the  person  who  had  played 
upon  his  fears,  and  made  him,  him,  McQueen,  run 
amuck,  wild  with  unreasoning  terror. 

Sappira  watched  him  closely  till  his  eyes  swept 
round  again  and  rested  upon  her. 

"  Cannot  the  tuan  guess  who  took  the  part  of  my 
ghost  ?  "  she  asked,  with  a  sneering  smile  hovering 
on  her  lips. 

"  Can  you  ?  "   asked  McQueen. 

"  Surely,  tuan.    What  other  but  Sitia  herself  ?  " 

The  idea  staggered  McQueen  as  if  he  had  been 
struck  a  blow. 

"  Sitia  !  "  he  said  slowly.  "  Sitia  !  No,  surely  not. 
She  would  never  dare.  Besides,  she  loves  me  too  well." 

"  Fool,"  muttered  Sappira  under  her  breath.  "  Con- 
sider, tuan,"  she  said  aloud.  "  For  that  very  reason 
she  would  dare.  What  was  her  object  in  shipping  me 
off  to  Achin  ?  To  separate  me  from  you.  To  make 
that  separation  complete,  she  wished  you  to  believe 
me  dead,  and  to  make  you  believe  in  such  a  fashion 
that  you  would  make  no  enquiries.  After  that  night 
on  which  you  fled  in  fear,  a  thing  crying  hi  the  dark, 
you  would  only  wish  to  forget  me  ;  even  if  the  shame 
of  your  loss  of  courage  that  night  did  not  prevent  your 
asking  questions." 

The  mocking  smile  with  which  she  said  this,  in 
addition  to  the  bitter  stab  of  her  words,  maddened 
the  already  furious  McQueen.  It  was  so  true.  He 
could  never  bear  even  to  think  of  his  fear  that  night. 
And  now  to  find  it  was  nothing  but  a  trick,  and  a 
trick  played,  as  he  was  now  ready  to  believe,  by 
Sitia  ! 

"  If  she  played  me  that,  I'll  make  her  repent  it  to  the 
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last  moment  of  her  life,"  he  cried.  He  looked  up  at 
the  sky  above  him  and  shook  his  fists  in  the  air  with 
so  mad  a  gesture,  that  Sappira  was  a  little  alarmed 
lest  she  should  have  provoked  him  too  far. 

"  And  all  these  weeks  she  has  been  fondling  me, 
telling  of  her  love  for  me,  and  she  has  been  laughing 
at  me  to  herself  over  the  way  she  played  a  trick  on 
me.  Respect  !  Respect  for  me  !  Lots  of  it !  I  was 
her  life  and  she  looked  on  me  almost  as  a  god  !  So 
she  said,  curse  her  !  And  all  the  time  she  was  humour- 
ing me  as  a  child.  But  after  all,"  he  said,  turning  on 
Sappira,  "  this  may  be  all  a  lie  of  yours.  Allah  help 
you  if  it  is.  You'd  like  to  come  to  my  house  and  turn 
her  out,  wouldn't  you  ?  " 

"  I  would  never  go  near  your  house  while  Sitia 
is  in  it,"  said  Sappira  decidedly.  "  Her  magic  is  too 
powerful,  as  she  has  proved  to  me,  and  I  wish  to  live." 

"  Then  what  are  you  doing  here  ?  Why  do  you  come 
to  the  very  district  that  she  is  in,  if  you  fear  her  so  ?  " 
asked  McQueen,  with  a  faint  hope  of  catching  her 
lying. 

"  Timor  is  only  two  miles  from  here,"  said  Sappira. 
"  I  knew  the  people  I  am  resting  with.  Have  no  fear, 
tuan,  I  am  not  seeking  to  take  Sitia's  place.  To- 
morrow I  go  to  Ipoh,  and  shall  not  willingly  come  again 
within  the  power  of  Sitia." 

"  Sitia  shall  do  you  no  harm,"  said  McQueen, 
"  while  I  am  here  to  protect  you.  And  I  must  know 
more  from  you.  Hark  !  There  are  the  other  tuans' 
voices.  See,  Sitia  is  sleeping  at  her  parents'  house 
to-night.  Come  to  my  bungalow  at  nine." 

"  Tuan,  I  dare  not,"  said  Sappira,  looking  very 
much  frightened  at  the  idea.  "  She  is  a  witch  and  will 
discover  it." 
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"  I  tell  you  she  will  not,"  said  McQueen  angrily. 
"  The  verandah  will  be  dark  and  you  must  come  up 
the  steps,  making  no  sound.  I  shall  be  waiting  for 
you.  If  you  do  not  come  I  swear  I  will  come  to  you, 
and  if  I  do  you  will  be  sorry.  Will  you  come  ?  " 

.Sappira-  hesitated,  swayed  between  fear  and 
desire.  At  length  she  said  "  yes,"  and  rose  to  her  feet. 

"  At  nine  to-night,"  said  McQueen,  catching  her 
by  the  arm.  "  Promise  you  will  come." 

"  I  promise,"  said  Sappira.  "  There  comes  a  tuan." 
And  pulling  away  her  arm,  she  disappeared  round  the 
edge  of  the  jungle. 

"  Why  can't  you  answer  ?  "  called  Penfold,  appear- 
ing at  the  far  end  of  the  rentis.  "  I've  yelled  to  you 
half  a  dozen  times.  Was  that  a  woman  in  that  sarong 
I  saw  disappearing  ?  Trust  you  to  find  one  if  there 
was  any  within  a  mile.  Oh,  you  have  killed,  then,"  he 
said  as  he  saw  the  body  of  the  boar. 

"  Damned  nearly  killed  me,"  said  McQueen. 

Penfold  looked  up,  catching  a  shaky  note  in  his 
voice. 

"  What's  the  matter,  Mac  ?  You  look  jarred.  Any- 
thing happened  ?  " 

"  I  wounded  that  pig  and  he  charged.  I  shot  him 
when  he  was  about  a  couple  of  yards  from  me  and 
didn't  get  out  of  the  way  in  time  and  was  bowled  over. 
Head  against  a  tree- trunk,  I  think.  Was  a  bit  stunned, 
I  expect.  Feel  that  bump  on  the  back  of  my  head." 

Penfold  did  so  and  whistled.  "  Nasty  one  that," 
said  he.  "  Must  have  hit  it  a  crack.  However,  you 
got  a  girl  to  console  you,  eh  ?  " 

"  There  was  a  woman  passing  when  I  got  up,"  said 
McQueen  shortly. 

Penfold  laughed.     "  No  wonder  you  didn't  answer 
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when  I  called.    Here  come  the  others."    Gerald  and 
Scott  came  up  along  the  clearing. 

"  One  boar  and  a  sow,"  called  Gerald.  "  What  have 
you  got,  Mac  ?  What  ?  A  boar  ?  Hallo,  a  big  one 
too.  Very  good  morning's  work.  You  look  shaky, 
Mac.  Sun  ?  " 

"  No.  Charged  by  this  brute  and  got  a  crack  on  my 
head.  Nothing  to  write  home  about.  Call  up  that 
infernal  dog-boy  of  yours,  Penfold,  and  let's  be  moving. 
Tell  him  to  cut  out  those  tusks  for  me." 

After  the  boy  had  been  called  and  given  directions 
that  the  pigs  should  be  taken  to  the  Chinese  shop- 
keeper for  sale,  they  strolled  up  to  the  kampong, 
where  they  had  left  their  bicycles. 

"  Who  wants  a  cocoanut  ?  "  said  Scott  as  they  came 
under  the  shade  of  the  trees. 

"  I  do  for  one,  after  that  crack  on  the  head,"  said 
McQueen.  "  Here,  buda,"  he  called  to  a  small  Malay 
boy,  who  was  standing  by  one  of  the  huts  watching 
them,  "  climb  up  and  cut  four  nuts.  Here's  a  dollar 
for  you  when  you  come  down." 

The  boy  grinned  and  prepared  to  climb  up  the  tree. 
Making  a  belt  of  a  piece  of  long  rotan  passed  round 
the  tree  and  his  waist,  he  placed  his  toes  in  notches  cut 
in  the  trunk,  and  leaning  back  on  the  belt,  practically 
walked  up  the  tree.  Arrived  at  the  top  he  cut  off  four 
young  nuts  with  a  few  slashes  of  his  heavy  parang 
When  he  came  down,  he  cut  the  top  of  each  of  the 
nuts  and  presented  them  to  the  men  in  turn,  who, 
thirsty  with  the  morning's  work,  drank  deeply  of  the 
milk. 

"  That's  as  good  as  a  long  beer,  eh,  Mac  ?  "  said  the 
doctor. 

"  No,  it's  not,"  said  McQueen  moodily. 
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He  did  not  go  with  the  others  to  tiffin,  but  rode  back 
to  his  house,  and  turned  in  at  the  drive  feeling  very 
shaky,  and  not  only  from  the  blow  on  his  head.  The 
rage  he  had  fallen  into  had  been  so  violent  as  to  have 
affected  him  physically.  He  called  to  Mootoosamy ;  but 
that  worthy,  not  expecting  to  see  his  master  again  till 
the  evening,  had  gone  to  visit  a  friend.  It  only  wanted 
a  trifle  like  this  to  revive  his  passion,  and  he  stormed 
about  the  house,  cursing  the  absent  Mootoosamy 
with  an  earnestness  quite  out  of  proportion  to  the 
cause  of  it.  He  sent  a  chair  that  he  stumbled  against 
flying  off  the  verandah  and  stamped  on  up  and  down. 

"  Damn  that  black  swine,"  he  swore  aloud.  "  I'll 
teach  him  to  go  running  about  when  I'm  absent,  and 
leaving  the  house  to  itself,  when  Sitia's  away.  Sitia  ! 
What's  she  up  to  now,  I  wonder  ?  Talking  over  how 
she  fooled  me  with  that  cursed  old  pawang,  her  father. 
Damn  her.  Damn  him  too.  I  shouldn't  wonder  if 
he  was  in  it.  Put  her  up  to  it  as  like  as  not.  I  wonder 
if  she  did  do  it  ?  I  can  hardly  believe  it  of  her.  Is  it  all 
a  lie  of  Sappira  ?  But  the  hadji  business  wasn't  a 
lie.  She'd  been  got  away  all  right,  and  she'd  know  I 
can  ask  Dolah  about  it.  She  was  certainly  scared  to 
meet  Sitia.  She's  a  beautiful  girl,  my  word  she  is. 
More  of  the  devil  in  her  than  Sitia.  More  of  the  devil  ? 
I  believe  she's  all  devil.  That  grin  of  hers.  Well,  I 
shall  see  her  to-night." 

The  thought  was  attractive  to  him,  and  he  stopped 
his  furious  pacing  up  and  down  and  leant  over  the 
verandah  rails,  contemplating  Sappira  and  her  coming 
visit.  At  length  he  went  below  and  bathed  and  got 
into  a  sarong  and  baju,  and  then  helped  himself  to  a 
stiff  whiskey  and  soda. 

He  lay  down  on  his  bed  and  tried  to  sleep,  but  his 
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head  ached,  and  brooding  over  his  mortification  kept 
him  awake.  He  got  up  about  three  o'clock  and  had 
another  stingah,  and  while  he  was  drinking  it  he  heard 
Mootoosamy  return  at  the  back  of  the  house.  He 
went  down  and  derived  some  satisfaction  from  knock- 
ing him  about  for  leaving  the  house  unguarded,  after 
which  he  went  and  lay  down  again. 

After  tea  he  lay  on  a  long  chair  in  the  verandah, 
still  engrossed  in  his  thoughts.  But  his  rage  had  for 
the  moment  died  down,  its  place  being  taken  by  a 
pleasing  excitement,  caused  by  the  anticipation 
of  Sappira's  visit.  The  idea  of  meeting  in  secret 
appealed  to  him.  There  was  a  flavour  of  risk 
and  uncertainty  in  it,  the  remote  danger  that  Sitia 
might  return  and  discover  them  together,  and,  above 
all,  the  chance  that  Sappira  might  after  all  not  come, 
that  excited  his  mind  and  made  him  eager  for  her. 

He  had  his  dinner  at  seven  o'clock,  and  when 
Mootoosamy  had  finished  washing  up,  surprised  him 
by  insisting  on  his  going  to  bed,  in  order,  as  he  said, 
that  he  should  not  go  gadding  about  again.  Having 
seen  him  into  his  room  and  locked  the  door  on  him,  he 
took  his  stingah  out  on  to  the  verandah  and  settled 
down  to  wait. 

The  night  was  fine  and  clear,  but  there  was  no 
moon,  and  McQueen  had  put  out  every  light  in  the 
house.  As  he  lay  there  waiting,  all  his  resentment  for 
the  trick  that  he  had  discovered  that  morning  had  been 
played  upon  him,  died  away  in  his  fevered  excitement 
to  see  Sappira. 

After  eight  o'clock  had  passed  he  was  up  out  of  his 
chair  half  a  dozen  times,  thinking  he  heard  a  step.  As 
nine  approached  he  struck  matches  from  time  to  time 
to  see  his  watch  and  cursed  her  for  being  late. 
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"  Twenty  past,"  he  said  after  looking  at  his  watch 
for  about  the  thirtieth  time.  "  If  she  doesn't  come 
by  ten,  by  God  I'll  go  to  her,  as  I  said  I  would." 

He  rose  and  stood  at  the  head  of  the  steps,  staring 
down  the  drive  into  the  blackness  of  the  trees,  as  if  he 
would  conjure  up  Sappira's  shape  from  their  dark 
shadows.  After  five  minutes  or  so  he  threw  himself 
back  in  his  chair  again  with  a  curse.  He  had  not 
lain  there  two  minutes  when  he  heard  a  low  whisper 
from  the  steps.  "  Tuan  !  " 

He  leaped  to  his  feet,  knocking  the  chair  back,  and 
went  to  the  steps.  Half-way  down  stood  a  figure  with 
face  wrapped  round  by  a  sarong. 

"  Come  up,"  said  McQueen,  in  a  low  voice. 

She  came  up  the  steps  and  stood  on  the  verandah. 

McQueen  pulled  aside  the  sarong  and  peered  closely 
into  her  face.  Then,  satisfied  as  to  who  it  was,  he 
put  his  arm  round  her  and  kissed  her,  saying  : 

"  Welcome  to  my  house,  Sappira." 

As  he  did  so,  he  noticed  the  smell  of  cocoanut  oil 
on  her  hair,  and  felt  a  spasm  of  distaste.  He  must 
be  careful  that  that  left  no  trace.  How  infinitely 
inferior  she  was  to  his  girl,  after  all. 

And  so  Sappira,  proud  in  her  conquest  over  her 
rival,  entered  McQueen's  bungalow. 


CHAPTER  XIX 

IN   THE   HANDS   OF   ALLAH 

VERY  early  the  next  morning,  just  as  dawn 
was  breaking,  Sitia  returned.  She  had 
enjoyed  herself  thoroughly,  having  had  a 
day  and  night  at  home  with  her  mother  and  the 
children.  The  old  pawang  had  been  absent,  his 
medical  services  being  required  by  a  dying  man  some 
miles  distant. 

She  went  to  the  back  and  found  Mootoosamy  getting 
ready  McQueen's  breakfast. 

"  That  is  well,  Mootoo,"  she  said  approvingly.  "  Is 
the  tuan  above  ?  " 

"  No,  he  has  gone  to  the  muster  of  the  coolies," 
said  Mootoosamy.  He  seemed  rather  sulky,  and 
banged  down  a  saucepan  with  unnecessary  vigour. 

"  What  is  troubling  you,  Mootoo  ?  "  said  Sitia. 
"  Have  your  dreams  been  evil  that  you  begin  the  day 
with  ill-humour  ?  " 

"  My  night  has  been  a  troubled  one,"  said  Mootoo- 
samy. "  Yesterday  the  tuan  returned  early.  I  was 
out.  I  did  not  think  he  would  be  back  till  the  evening, 
Why  does  the  tuan  say  one  thing  and  mean  another  ? 
This  is  the  second  time  he  has  done  so,  and  he  beat  me 
for  leaving  the  house  unguarded." 

"  As  you  deserved,"  Sitia  remarked.  "  What  manner 
of  service  is  it  to  leave  the  house  to  the  mercy  of  the 
first  thief  that  passes  ?  " 

"  And  he  locked  me  in  my  room  before  eight  o'clock, 
235 
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saying  that  I  should  not  go  out  in  the  night  again  to 
gossip  with  my  friends.  There  was  no  lamp  in  my 
room,  and  he  would  not  listen  to  me  when  I  wished  to 
fetch  one,  but  he  beat  me  about  the  head  evilly.  And 
I  have  fancied  hanters  and  ghosts  about  me  in  the 
dark  all  night." 

"  That  is  a  sign  of  a  bad  conscience,  Mootoo,"  said 
Sitia,  laughing.  "  Then  the  tuan  had  to  let  you  out 
in  order  that  you  might  get  his  tea  ?  Or  did  he  rise 
too  late  for  that  ?  " 

"  He  had  his  tea  before  he  went  to  the  muster," 
said  Mootoosamy.  "  I  wonder  he  woke  of  himself." 

Sitia  took  her  bundle  upstairs  and  went  into 
McQueen's  room,  singing  to  herself.  She  busied  her- 
self, tidying  up  the  room  and  making  the  bed. 

"  Ah  ;  the  tuan  has  been  having  whiskey  in  his 
room  by  his  bed,"  she  said  regretfully.  "  I  was  afraid 

he  would  turn  to  that  when  he  missed  me.     Heh  ! 

• 

The  cover  of  one  of  the  pillows  is  gone.    How  is  that  ?  " 

She  went  to  the  head  of  the  stairs.  "  Mootoosamy  ! 
What  have  you  done  with  the  cover  of  one  of  the 
pillows  ?  " 

"  I  have  not  seen  it,"  answered  Mootoosamy.  "  I 
have  not  been  upstairs." 

"  Strange,"  thought  Sitia,  as  she  returned  to  the 
room.  "  It  was  on  when  I  left.  Why  should  the 
tuan  take  it  away  ?  And  he  has  overturned  my  scent- 
bottle  on  the  bed  !  Ai-ee  !  he  must  have  drunk  heavily 
again." 

The  scent  appeared  from  the  smell  to  have  been  not 
knocked  over,  but  poured  deliberately  all  over  the 
bed,  and  Sitia  smiled  rather  sadly  as  she  pictured  the 
intoxicated  McQueen  sprinkling  the  bed  to  make  it 
smell  sweet. 
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"  Now  he  will  have  a  bad  head,"  she  thought.  "  I 
hope  it  will  not  make  him  angry  with  me.  Here  he 
comes,"  and  she  went  out  to  greet  him  with  a  smile. 

''  Tabek,  tuan,"  she  cried,  as  he  came  up  the  stairs. 
"  I  have  returned  early  as  I  promised." 

"  So  I  see,"  said  McQueen  shortly.  He  had  decided 
to  say  nothing  as  yet  of  his  suspicions  of  her  having 
taken  the  part  of  Sappira's  ghost.  If  he  did  that,  he 
would  have  to  let  her  know  how  he  had  discovered  the 
fraud  and  from  whom  ;  and  that  would  mean  the  end 
of  his  intrigue  with  Sappira.  Also,  Sappira's  fear  of 
Sitia  was  as  lively  as  ever,  and  she  had  implored  him 
to  say  nothing,  swearing  that  she  would  leave  the  dis- 
trict at  the  first  hint  she  had  of  Sitia's  knowledge  of  her 
reappearance. 

"  Mootoo  says  the  tuan  returned  early  yesterday," 
said  Sitia.  "  Did  the  tuan  have  good  sport  ?  " 

"  I  killed  a  big  pig,  but  he  nearly  killed  me,"  said 
McQueen.  "  There  is  a  lump  on  the  back  of  my  head 
now  where  I  struck  a  tree  root." 

"  Oh,  tuan  !  Let  me  see  it.  I  have  a  medicine  and 
a  charm  that  will  bring  the  swelling  down." 

"  Oh,  it's  all  right,"  grunted  McQueen,  going  into 
his  room. 

"  And  he  never  kissed  me !  "  thought  Sitia,  her  light- 
heartedness  vanishing. 

But  McQueen,  remembering  his  omission  and  that 
he  must  try  and  conceal  his  resentment,  turned  back 
and  kissed  her,  throwing  his  arm  round  her.  "  Sorry, 
old  girl,  I  forgot,"  he  said.  "  But  I'm  feeling  a  bit 
down  from  yesterday.  I  was  stunned,  and  it's  jarring 
me  up  a  lot  still." 

Sitia  brightened  up  and  followed  him  into  the  room 
"  And  the  tuan  took  too  much  whiskey  to  cure  his 
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head  and  made  it  worse.  No  ?  See,  you  have  played 
with  my  scent-bottle  all  over  the  bed.  How  strong  it 
smells.  And  where  is  the  cover  of  the  pillow  ?  " 

McQueen  turned  and  fumbled  in  a  drawer  as  if  he 
were  searching  for  something.  "  Yes,  I  was  a  bit 
drunk  last  night,"  he  said,  his  back  turned  to  her. 
"  I  took  the  cover  off  and  because  I  couldn't  get  it 
on  again  I  got  angry  and  tore  it  in  half.  >It's  in  the 
Government  drain  somewhere  in  front  of  the  house." 

"  Wah  !  How  like  a  naughty  child  the  tuan  is 
when  he  is  drunk  !  Why  did  you  take  it  off  ?  " 

"  Oh,  hell !    How  should  I  know  ? "  snapped  McQueen. 

He  went  below  and  sat  down  to  the  table,  and  Sitia 
having  called  to  Mootoosamy,  came  in  and  sat  beside 
him  to  tell  him  her  news. 

"  A  friend  of  my  mother,  named  Amina,  came  to  the 
feast  last  night,  tuan.  She  has  arrived  from  Deli. 
She  has  sold  her  kampong  in  Sumatra.  It  was  a 
tobacco  kampong,  and  she  got  ten  thousand  guilders 
for  it.  Is  she  not  rich  ?  " 

"  Very  rich,"  said  McQueen,  looking  at  her  animated 
lovely  face.  When  he  looked  at  her  he  felt  it  was 
impossible  that  she  had  played  him  such  a  trick  as  to 
scare  him  into  a  frenzy.  "  How  many  friends  did  she 
have  ?  "  he  asked,  trying  to  keep  up  an  appearance 
of  ease. 

"  Five.  Women  of  about  her  age.  And  what  do 
you  think  those  monkeys,  the  little  children,  did  ?  " 

"  What  ?  " 

"  Why,  they  were  supposed  to  be  asleep.  But  they 
got  out  of  the  window  and  made  a  little  fire  just  under 
where  we  were  sitting  and  put  red  pepper  into  it ! 
Ai-ee,  the  coughing  and  the  sneezing  !  And  my  mother 
was  very  angry." 
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McQueen  laughed  heartily  at  the  idea  of  the  old 
women  being  thus  rudely  interrupted  at  their  feast. 

"  What  did  your  mother  do  to  the  children  ?  " 
he  asked. 

"  She  whipped  them  all  well  with  the  rotan,"  said 
Sitia.  "  And  serve  them  right.  The  two  little  girls 
were  frightened,  and  came  in  to  be  whipped  when 
called.  But  it  took  me  ten  minutes  to  catch  Awang, 
and  Amat  I  did  not  get  till  half  an  hour  afterwards. 
But  I  was  determined  to  catch  him.  I  was  very  angry. 
And  he  only  got  a  worse  whipping  than  the  others  for 
giving  me  so  much  trouble." 

"  Why  ?  Did  you  thrash  him  ?  "  asked  McQueen 
"  I  thought  you  were  so  fond  of  them." 

"  I  am.  But  they  must  not  do  evil  things  like  that. 
The  tuan  laughs  and  I  laugh  now  when  I  think  of  it. 
But  it  was  very  unpleasant  at  the  time,  and  it  was 
an  insult  to  our  guests." 

"  Yes,"  said  McQueen  abstractedly,  having  already 
lost  interest  in  the  anecdote.  "  Give  me  some  coffee, 
Sitia." 

As  she  poured  out  the  coffee  he  eyed  her  thought- 
fully, taking  note  of  her  graceful  pose  and  then  the 
happy  expression  of  her  face.  He  wondered  what 
expression  that  face  would  take  if  she  knew  who  had 
come  to  the  bungalow  the  night  before.  Was  it 
possible  she  could  change  into  a  vengeful  fury,  capable 
of  committing  him  to  a  slow  and  horrible  death,  as 
Penfold  had  warned  him  she  might  ? 

"  I  would  have  liked  to  have  fondled  the  children 
this  morning,  though,  and  forgiven  them,"  said  Sitia, 
putting  down  the  coffee-pot.  "  But  they  were  not 
awake.  My  mother  knows  well  how  to  punish,  but 
rarely  softens  punishment  afterwards  with  caresses." 
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"  Humph  1  Well,  I'm  going  in  to  town  this  evening. 
Shall  I  take  the  children  a  message  ?  "  said  McQueen. 

"  The  tuan  is  going  in  ?  Oh  yes.  My  thanks  to 
the  tuan,"  Sitia  cried,  delighted  with  this  show  of 
thoughtfulness.  It  was,  indeed,  more  show  than  any- 
thing else  on  his  part,  as  he  certainly  would  not  have 
taken  the  trouble  to  go  to  her  house  had  he  not 
particularly  wished  to  keep  her  unsuspicious  and  good- 
humoured. 

"  Tell  them  I  am  sorry  they  had  to  be  whipped  and 
that  when  I  come  again,  if  they  are  not  naughty,  I  will 
take  them  on  the  river  if  I  have  time,"  she  said. 

"  All  right.    Good-bye,  Sitia." 

He  pushed  his  chair  back  and  got  up,  bending  over 
her  to  kiss  her.  She  lifted  up  her  face  to  his  with 
such  an  expression  of  love  and  trust  that  he  felt  a 
guilty  qualm  and  walked  quickly  off. 

McQueen  had  a  reason  for  going  in  that  evening 
besides  merely  wishing  to  go  to  the  club.  He  was 
going  to  pay  a  visit  to  the  hut  by  the  river  and  try 
and  discover  anything  about  it  that  might  show  how 
the  trick  had  been  worked.  Although  he  had  been 
obliged  to  quash  all  enquiries  about  it,  in  order  to 
carry  on  his  intrigue  with  Sappira,  his  resentment  had 
not  abated  one  whit.  His  conduct  towards  Sitia  at 
midday  and  at  tea-time  was  a  continual  change 
between  being  affectionate  and  cold,  puzzling  her 
and  making  her  think  he  was  still  suffering  from  the 
blow  of  the  day  before. 

"  Is  the  tuan  still  suffering  in  his  head  ?  "  she  asked, 
after  a  chill  remark  of  his  just  as  he  was  leaving. 

"  Yes,"  lied  McQueen,  realising  from  the  question 
how  little  he  was  concealing  his  feelings. 

"  Then,  tuan,"  Sitia  said,  full  of  concern  for  him  and 
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putting  her  arm  round  his  neck,  "  do  not  go  to-night. 
Stay  with  me  and  I  will  put  a  healing  bandage  round 
your  head  and  we  will  rest  on  the  verandah." 

"  No,  I  must  go  in,"  he  said.  "  Don't  worry, 
Sitia,  I  will  be  better  for  going  out.  Good-bye,  and 
take  care  of  yourself." 

He  rode  off  on  his  bicycle  and  Sitia  went  back  to  the 
house,  a  little  feeling  of  depression  in  her  heart.  Without 
denning  it  to  herself  she  felt  him  to  be  a  little  strange 
and  yet  condoned  it  on  account  of  his  bruised  head. 

When  McQueen  came  to  the  town  he  did  not  turn 
to  the  left  to  the  club,  but  kept  straight  on  the  road 
towards  the  river.  When  he  got  to  the  bend  near  the 
hut  he  got  off  his  bicycle  and  pushed  it  through  the 
grass  and  leaned  it  against  the  posts  that  supported 
the  house.  He  looked  up  at  the  door,  which  was  open, 
and  called  ;  but  there  was  no  answer.  Being  satisfied 
that  there  was  no  one  inside  he  walked  round  to  the 
back  in  an  aimless  manner,  and  having  arrived  there, 
noted  for  the  first  time  how  it  overhung  the  river. 

"  Why,  at  high  tide,"  he  said  to  himself,  "  one 
could  jump  into  the  river  from  the  back.  Has  it  an 
opening  ?  "  and  he  peered  round.  "  Can't  see  from 
here,  but  I  don't  think  so.  Anyway,  if  any  one  was  in 
a  canoe  by  the  bank  his  whisper  could  be  heard.  But 
damn  it  all,  I  heard  the  voice  inside  the  house." 

He  retraced  his  steps,  and  climbing  the  ladder, 
entered  the  house.  The  sun  was  nearly  setting,  and 
with  only  the  open  door  to  light  it,  the  interior  was 
fairly  dark.  But  McQueen  could  see  well  enough  to 
note  that  it  was  absolutely  bare  of  furniture.  He 
stood  staring  absently  for  a  few  moments.  Then 
suddenly  he  observed  a  streak  of  light  showing  through 
the  wall  near  the  floor  at  the  back.  He  walked  over 
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to  it  and  kicked  at  the  thatched  wall.  His  foot  went 
through  and  then  he  discovered  a  flap  made  of  thatch. 
He  lifted  it  up  and  found  that  it  concealed  a  hole  in 
the  wall.  Going  down  on  his  knees,  he  peered  through 
and  saw  straight  down  on  to  the  river. 

"I  see  it  all  now,"  he  said  slowly.  "  Whoever  it 
was,  spoke  first  in  the  room,  and  then  retreated  to  the 
back  and  through  this  hole.  Standing  on  those  cross- 
pieces  he  could  put  his  head  into  the  room  and  whisper. 
Or  was  it  she  ?  If  I  had  struck  a  light  they  could  have 
dropped  that  flap  and  slipped  into  a  canoe  tied  up 
there,  and  glided  away  in  the  darkness." 

He  got  up,  and  going  to  the  door,  stood  leaning 
against  the  post,  looking  out  yet  seeing  nothing. 

"  It  comes  to  this,"  he  thought.  "  Who  would  be 
interested  in  making  me  think  Sappira  dead  ?  Darby 
might,  in  order  to  put  a  spoke  in  my  wheel.  But  he 
would  never  have  played  ghost  himself.  Sitia  would 
be  ;  according  to  Sappira  she  was.  But  how  would 
she  know  so  quickly  I  had  met  Sappira  ?  Darby  did 
not  see  her  to  tell  her.  But  somebody  must  have." 

He  filled  his  pipe  slowly  without  looking  at  it,  his 
eyes  still  fixed  on  the  distance. 

"  She  went  to  her  parents  first  thing  that  night," 

he  ran  on  in  his  mind,  "  and By  God,  that's  it," 

he  said  aloud.  "  Darby  told  her  father.  Ahmat  told 
Sitia  and  set  her  on  to  kidnap  Sappira  and  then  come 
down  here  and  fool  me  into  believing  I  heard  her  spirit 
talking.  But  my  word,  I'll  be  even  with  him,"  and  he 
went  down  the  ladder  too  much  excited  to  stand  still, 
now  he  felt  he  had  solved  the  riddle. 

He  pushed  his  bicycle  on  to  the  road  and  then 
mounted  and  rode  towards  Ahmat 's  house,  full  of 
impatience  to  meet  him.  As  he  rode,  however,  he 
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remembered  his  need  for  caution  if  he  wished  to  con- 
tinue his  intrigue  with  Sappira.  He  moderated  his 
speed  and  considered  what  he  should  do  when  he  saw 
Ahmat.  Finally,  as  he  came  in  sight  of  the  house  he 
decided  to  say  nothing  for  the  present  and  to  think 
out  his  revenge  at  leisure,  and  this  enforced  decision 
did  not  sweeten  his  temper.  A  clamour  of  children's 
voices  inside  ceased  as  he  knocked  at  the  door.  After 
a  moment  it  was  opened  slowly  and  little  Amat's 
head  peered  round  it.  His  eyes  opened  wide  with 
surprise  as  he  saw  the  strange  tuan. 

"  Don't  be  half  an  hour  opening  the  door,  buda," 
said  McQueen,  pushing  it  open  so  sharply  that  the 
boy  was  nearly  knocked  over.  He  entered  and  looked 
round  the  room  ;  but  the  only  other  occupants  were 
the  two  little  girls  and  Awang,  sitting  cross-legged 
on  the  floor  round  a  pack  of  cards. 

"  Where's  your  father  ?  "  he  asked. 

"  He  is  away,"  said  Amat,  as  the  eldest  of  the  small 
party,  while  the  little  girls  and  Awang  stared  round- 
eyed  at  McQueen  in  solemn  silence.  "  He  has  been 
away  these  two  days." 

"  Your  mother,  then  ?  " 

"  She  has  gone  to  the  shops,  but  will  be  back  soon 
if  the  tuan  should  wish  to  see  her." 

"  No,  I  won't  wait ;  tell  her  Sitia's  tuan  has  been 
here.  Playing  cards,  eh  ?  I  should  have  thought  you 
all  would  have  been  too  sore  to  sit  on  the  floor  like  that, 
after  the  whipping  you  got  last  night,"  he  said,  with  a 
grin.  "  Sitia  told  me  all  about  it." 

No  answer  was  given  to  this  indelicate  reference  to 
their  late  troubles,  the  children's  faces  instantly 
becoming  expressionless. 

"  Is  that  not  so  ?  "   asked  McQueen. 
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"  With  the  punishment  the  matter  is  finished," 
said  Amat,  with  dignity. 

"  But  not  forgotten,  I'll  bet  a  dollar,"  chuckled 
McQueen,  with  what  the  children  felt  to  be  a  most 
unnecessary  offensiveness. 

"  Well,  Sitia  told  me  to  tell  you,  that  next  time  she 
comes  she  will  take  you  all  on  the  river  to  make  up 
for  the  whipping  ;  and  here's  a  silver  dollar  to  take 
away  the  smart,"  and  he  threw  one  down  on  the  mat 
in  front  of  them. 

No  one  moved  to  pick  it  up,  nor  did  the  blank 
look  on  their  faces  brighten. 

"  Are  our  thanks  due  to  the  tuan  or  to  Sitia  for  this 
money  ?  "  asked  Amat,  after  a  moment. 

"  Oh,  to  whom  you  like,"  said  McQueen,  displeased 
at  the  manner  with  which  his  gift  was  received.  "  I 
never  saw  such  lifeless  little  brats  in  my  life.  Your 
mother  must  have  thrashed  all  the  spirit  out  of  you." 
And  he  swung  out  of  the  door. 

"  That  tuan  is  a  low-caste  tuan,"  said  Amat,  looking 
after  him  as  he  rode  away  up  the  road.  "  I  do  not 
think  Sitia  was  wise  when  she  chose  him.  But  we 
will  spend  this  money.  Yes.  To-morrow  we  will 
have  a  feast  and  there  will  be  no  fire  and  red  pepper," 
he  added,  laughing. 

McQueen  went  to  the  club  and  into  the  bar-room, 
where  the  police  inspector,  Garraway,  was  standing 
talking  to  Reece,  a  young  assistant. 

"  Hallo,  McQueen  !  "  said  Garraway.  "  I  haven't 
seen  you  for  months.  Not  since  the  night  of  the 
'  Jolly  Jackdaws  '  in  fact,  when  you  came  in  looking 
as  if  you  had  seen  a  ghost.  Indeed,  one  of  my  police- 
men who  saw  you  run  by  him  that  night  told  me  he 
thought  you  were  being  chased  by  a  hanter.  What 
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did  happen  ?     Kept  pretty  close  about  it,   haven't 
you  ?  " 

McQueen  was  at  first  going  to  give  a  very  angry 
answer,  when  it  suddenly  occurred  to  him  that  the 
police  inspector  might  be  the  means  whereby  he  could 
retaliate  on  Ahmat.  At  the  least  he  might  perhaps 
cause  him  considerable  annoyance. 

"  Never  you  mind  about  what  I  saw,"  he  said. 
"  You're  just  the  man  I  wanted  to  see.  Come  out  on 
the  verandah  with  me.  What's  yours  ?  And  yours, 
Reece  ?  Boy !  Three  stingahs.  Come  on,  Garra- 
way." 

Garraway  followed  him  out  to  the  verandah,  where 
they  sat  down  by  one  of  the  marble-topped  tables. 

"  Now  see  here,"  said  McQueen.  "  I've  told  no  one 
what  happened  to  me  that  night.  If  you  promise  not 
to  spread  the  yarn  around,  I'll  tell  you,  as  I'm 
beginning  to  suspect  foul  play." 

"  I  won't  gossip  if  that's  what  you  mean,"  said 
Garraway.  "  But  I  might  have  to  repeat  your  story 
professionally." 

"  I  don't  think  so  ;  however,  that's  good  enough,'* 
said  McQueen.  "  Well,  here's  luck,"  and  he  took  a 
drink  before  beginning.  He  signed  the  chit  for  the 
drinks  and  then  began  : 

"  The  day  before  the  '  Jolly  Jackdaws'  '  night,  I 
saw  a  girl  in  Rambutan  estate  called  Sappira,  who  had 
just  been  dismissed  by  Darby.  She  was  a  really  beauti- 
ful girl,  and  I  wanted  to  engage  her  to  work  on  Burana, 
but  Darby  objected." 

'  Yes,  I  heard  of  that,"  said  Garraway. 

"  Every  one  has,  I  expect,"  said  McQueen,  with  a 
sound  more  like  a  snort  than  a  laugh.  "  Well,  I  didn't 
get  her,  but  I  fixed  it  up  with  her  to  meet  that  night 
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in  a  hut  by  the  river,  at  the  bend  at  the  end  of  the  road 
there,"  and  he  pointed  to  the  road  stretching  north 
from  the  club. 

"  Well,"  he  went  on,  "  I  arranged  to  meet  her  there 
again  the  next  night,  after  the  play  was  over.  I  went. 
It  was  a  pitch  black  night,  all  clouds.  I  stood  at  the 
bottom  of  the  steps  and  called  in  a  low  voice,  and  a 
voice  from  inside  answered  me.  I  thought  it  was 
Sappira,  and  went  up  and  entered  and  spoke  her  name. 
Well,  the  gist  of  it  is  that  she  answered  and  said  she 
was  dead  and  her  spirit  had  returned  to  meet  me.  I 
groped  my  way  to  the  bed.  It  was  empty  and  so  was 
the  room.  And  then  I  fairly  turned  tail  and  fled.  I 
tell  you,  Garraway,  I  was  nearly  out  of  my  senses, 
and  I'm  not  easily  frightened." 

"  So  I've  heard,"  said  Garraway. 

"  Well,  I've  made  enquiries  about  that  girl,  but  she 
has  not  been  seen  by  any  one  I've  questioned,  or  been 
heard  of  since  that  night.  And  mind  you,  she's  not 
a  girl  to  escape  notice,  and  she  was  last  seen  standing 
in  the  crowd  outside  the  club,  looking  on  at  '  The  Jolly 
Jackdaws.'  Now  what's  become  of  her  ?  "  and  he 
tapped  the  table  insistently. 

"  Search  me,"  said  Garraway  laconically. 

"  I  guess  it's  up  to  you  to  do  the  searching,"  said 
McQueen.  "  Now,  I  believe  she's  been  done  away 
with.  And  what's  more,  I  have  a  suspicion  as  to  who 
may  have  done  it." 

He  paused  impressively,  but  Garraway  was  quite 
impassive.  He  lighted  a  cigar,  and  after  two  or  three 
deep  draws  at  it,  said  :  "  Well  ?  Who  ?  " 

"  Old  Ahmat  the  Pawang.    Know  him  ?  " 

"  Of  course.  What  are  your  reasons  for  suspecting 
him  ?  " 
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"  Before  I  tell  you  that,  he's  not  a  man  to  stick  at 
murder  to  further  his  own  ends,  is  he  ?  " 

"  Few  of  them  are,  if  they  think  it's  safe,"  said 
Garraway. 

"  Well,  he  was  strongly  suspected  of  having  intro- 
duced the  cobra  that  killed  Gnadio  into  his  room, 
a  year  ago.  Gnadio,  the  coolie,  on  Rambutan  estate." 

"  Gnadio,  Gnadio  ?  "  mused  Garraway.  "  Ah,  yes, 
I  remember  that.  Inquest." 

"  Yes.  Well,  did  you  hear  that  he  was  suspected 
because  he  was  the  father  of  Sitia,  who  had  been  so 
ill-treated  by  Gnadio  ?  " 

"  Yes,  yes,  I  remember." 

"  Well,  Sitia  is  my  girl.  She  was  my  girl  when 
Gnadio  was  killed.  Now  Darby  was  mad  with  me  for 
trying  to  get  Sappira  on  to  Burana  after  he  had  dis- 
charged her.  Put  it  this  way.  He  is  determined,  in 
order  to  spite  me,  to  prevent  my  having  anything  more 
to  do  with  her.  He  even  took  the  trouble  to  find 
out  that  I  had  visited  her  that  night.  Knew  where  I'd 
been  when  I  returned  to  the  club  that  night.  How, 
I  don't  know.  He  knew  that  Sitia  would  never  stand 
for  my  having  anything  to  do  with  Sappira,  so  he  tells 
old  Ahmat,  her  father.  Ahmat,  to  prevent  Sappira 
interfering  with  Sitia's  happiness,  kills  Sappira  and 
then  plays  the  part  of  her  ghost  to  prevent  me  making 
enquiries.  How's  that  ?  " 

"  Oh  !  So  you  don't  believe  it  was  a  ghost  now, 
then  ?  "  said  Garraway. 

"  No.  I've  been  puzzling  over  it  lately,  and  this 
evening  I  paid  a  visit  to  the  hut  before  it  got  dark. 
Well,  it  so  overhangs  the  river  that  at  high  tide  a  man 
could  let  himself  down  from  the  back  into  a  canoe. 
But  there's  no  opening  at  the  back.  However,  I  found 
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when  I  went  inside  that  a  part  of  the  thatch  had  been 
cut  away  next  the  floor  and  a  flap  made  to  hide  it. 
I  saw  through  the  trick  at  once  then.  Whoever  it  was, 
spoke  first  close  to  the  door,  then  retreated  through 
the  hole  and  spoke  through  it,  standing  on  the  cross- 
pieces  below.  See  ?  " 

'  Yes,"  said  Garraway,  with  more  interest  than  he 
had  yet  shown.  "  If  Sappira  really  has  vanished  as 
suddenly  and  completely  as  you  say,  it  does  look  as  if 
there  were  foul  play.  What  do  you  think  of  Sappira  her- 
self shamming  ghost  to  deceive  you  before  she  skipped?" 

"  Why,  what  reason  could  she  have  for  doing 
that  ?  "  asked  McQueen. 

"  I  don't  know.  I'm  just  asking  you  if  you  know 
of  any." 

"  No.  I'm  damned  if  I  do,"  said  McQueen.  "  But 
I  can  think  of  every  kind  of  reason  against  it." 

Garraway  puffed  at  his  cigar  two  or  three  times 
meditatively.  "  Well,"  he  said,  after  a  minute,  "  if 
there  is  no  other  reason,  unknown  to  us,  for  her  going, 
I  should  say  your  idea  seems  correct.  It's  the  extra- 
ordinary trouble  taken  to  make  you  believe  her  dead 
that  impresses  me.  And  certainly  Ahmat,  on  account 
of  his  daughter,  would  appear  to  be  the  one  most 
interested.  Has  your  girl  never  let  anything  fall 
alluding  to  it  ?  " 

"  She  has  never  mentioned  Sappira's  name,"  said 
McQueen,  scowling  as  he  remembered  Sappira's  story 
of  her  abduction. 

"  H'm-m.  Well,  we'll  put  her  on  one  side  for  a 
time.  I'll  get  to  work  and  make  enquiries  among  the 
Rambutan  coolies,  and  if  necessary,  after  that  I'll 
arrest  old  Ahmat  on  suspicion  and  see  what  I  can 
extract  from  him." 
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McQueen  finished  his  drink  with  satisfaction.  It 
might  only  lead  to  a  petty  annoyance  of  Ahmat,  but 
it  was  only  one  of  many  ways  he  could  adopt  to  worry 
and  persecute  the  old  man.  As  to  Sappira,  he  felt  sure 
he  could  get  her  to  lie  hidden  for  a  time;  and  if 
Garraway  ever  discovered  that  he  knew  of  her  existence, 
he  could  swear  he  was  ignorant  of  it  when  he  laid  his 
information,  and  forgot  to  tell  him  afterwards,  when 
he  did  know. 

"  Well,  what  about  a  game  of  pills  ?  "he  said,  rising. 

"  All  right,"  said  Garraway,  and  they  went  off  to 
the  billiard-room.  Darby  and  Reece  were  playing 
at  one  of  the  tables  as  they  came  in,  and  they  secured 
the  table  next  to  them. 

"  Hallo,  Darby  !  How  goes  it  ?  "  said  McQueen. 
"  Got  any  more  pretty  girls  on  your  estate  ?  "  and 
he  winked  at  Reece. 

Darby  played  his  shot  before  replying.  "  Not  a 
bad  one  that,  Reece,"  he  said,  as  he  scored  a  rather 
difficult  cannon.  "  Why  no,  Mac,"  he  said,  turning 
to  him.  "  Think  of  crimping  my  labour  again  ?  " 

"  Not  I,"  said  McQueen  cheerfully.  "  Did  you 
think  I  cared  if  I  got  Sappira  for  work  or  not  ?  " 

Darby  smiled  as  he  leant  over  the  table  again. 
"  Oh,  I  wasn't  mentioning  names,"  he  said  ;  "  but 
since  you  are,  I  might  point  out  that  you've  got  one 
girl,  Sitia,  from  the  estate  ;  you  tried  to  get  another, 
Sappira,  and  failed.  So  when  you  come  in  with  an 
enquiry  as  to  whether  there  are  any  more,  I  may  be 
excused  in  thinking  you  want  to  crimp  them." 

"  Well,  if  I'm  good  at  crimping  'em,  you're  not 
much  good  at  keeping  'em,"  jeered  McQueen. 

"  The  first  was  too  good  to  keep  ;  the  second  too 
bad,"  said  Darby. 
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"  Talking  of  Sappira,"  said  Garraway,  "  have  you 
any  idea  what  became  of  her,  Darby  ?  " 

"  No,"  said  Darby.  "  But  I'm  not  interested  in  her. 
Mac  is.  Have  you  never  heard  from  her,  Mac,  since 
that  day  ?  " 

There  was  a  twinkle  in  his  eye  as  he  looked  at 
McQueen,  and  just  the  faintest  stress  on  the  word 
"  heard  "  ;  and  it  flashed  upon  McQueen  that  Darby 
had  known  of  the  trick  played  upon  him.  Perhaps  he 
had  even  suggested  it. 

"  What  do  you  mean  by  '  heard  '  ?  "  he  demanded, 
in  so  angry  a  tone  that  Reece  stared  in  surprise. 

"  The  word  'heard,'  "  said  Darby,  enjoying  himself 
as  McQueen's  anger  rose,  "  may  be  used  in  two  senses. 
It  may  be  taken  in  the  sense  that  you  have  had  news 
of  her  from  some  one  else,  or  it  may  be  taken 
in  the  sense  that  your  auricular  organs  have  been 
agitated  by  the  sound  of  her  voice — only  that  your 
auricular  organs  have.  On  the  other  hand,  the  word 
'  heard  '— 

"  Damn  the  word  '  heard,'  "  said  McQueen  ;  "  you're 
as  long-winded  as  a  parson." 

"  Damn  it  by  all  means,"  said  Darby  pleasantly  ; 
"  but  as  you  didn't  seem  to  know  the  meaning  of  that 
simple  little  English  word,  I  thought  I'd  go  into  it 
fully  for  you." 

"  Well,"  said  Garraway,  chalking  his  cue,  "  if 
you're  not  interested  in  her,  Darby,  I  am.  I  propose 
to  send  my  Malay  detective  out  to  your  estate  to- 
morrow, to  see  if  he  can  learn  anything  from  your 
coolies,  so  don't  turn  him  off  if  you  see  him,  will  you  ?  " 

"  Right-oh,"  said  Darby.  "  What's  Sappira  been 
doing  now  ?  She's  capable  of  anything  from  murder 
downwards." 
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"  Nothing.  That's  the  reason  I'm  interested.  She 
appears  to  have  vanished  completely  ever  since  that 
day,  and  as  I  have  reason  to  believe  that  it  was  to 
her  interest  to  stay  here,  it  may  be  that  there  has  been 
foul  play." 

Darby  was  making  a  break  and  did  not  look  up  from 
the  table.  But  Garraway's  words  convinced  him  that 
McQueen  had  just  confided  to  him  the  whole  story, 
ghost  and  all,  and  he  felt  there  was  trouble  brewing 
for  Ahmat. 

"  But  of  course  Darby  knows  nothing,"  McQueen 
sneered. 

"  Do  you  know  anything  of  what's  become  of  her, 
Darby  ?  "  asked  Garraway,  as  Darby  took  no  notice 
of  McQueen's  remark. 

"  I  ?  "  said  Darby,  as  he  finished  his  break.  "  What 
should  I  know  of  her  ?  I've  told  you  I've  no  interest 
in  the  girl." 

"  That's  not  an  answer,"  said  McQueen. 

Darby  looked  at  McQueen  and  then  at  Garraway. 
"  I  don't  see  any  necessity  for  me  to  answer  your 
questions,"  he  said.  "  This  isn't  a  damned  inquest. 
Well  done,  Reece  ;  your  game.  Marker  !  Bring  the 
book." 

As  the  marker  brought  him  the  book,  McQueen 
suddenly  struck  it  out  of  his  hand.  He  was  now  con- 
vinced that  Darby  knew  of  the  trick  that  had  been 
played  on  him — probably  had  even  directed  it.  It 
was  due  to  him  that  he  had  been  reduced  to  a  mere 
"  thing  crying  in  the  dark,"  a  description  that  had 
repeated  itself  over  and  over  again  in  his  mind.  It 
was  Darby,  then,  that  had  caused  him  to  come  into 
the  club,  careless  of  the  glare  of  lights  and  the  jeering 
curiosity  of  men  at  the  bar,  covered  with  mud,  and 
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craving  for  a  whiskey.  He  could  feel  now  how  the 
tumbler  rattled  against  his  chattering  teeth  as  he 
drank.  And  the  author  of  this  black  shame  was 
Darby.  Ahmat  was  only  the  tool.  And  Darby  held 
the  secret  of  the  cause  of  his  fright  and  could  spread 
it  abroad  when  he  chose.  Just  as  Ahmat  might  spread 
it  abroad  among  the  natives.  Probably  Ahmat  had 
already  done  so.  And  the  idea  of  some  Malay  speak- 
ing respectfully  to  him,  yet  secretly  jeering  at  him  as 
the  tuan  who  ran  from  a  sham  hanter,  made  him 
grind  his  teeth. 

Now,  with  Darby  cool  and  smiling  in  front  of  him, 
refusing  to  answer  questions,  obviously  enjoying  his 
discomfiture,  McQueen  felt  that  the  limit  of  his 
endurance  had  been  reached.  As  he  struck  away  the 
book  from  the  marker's  hand  he  knew  that  if  it  had 
been  a  knife  he  would  have  seized  it  and  gone  for 
Darby.  He  was  conscious  of  Garraway  and  Reece 
springing  forward,  but  he  saw  nothing  clearly  except 
Darby's  face  in  front  of  him  with  that  damned  cool, 
superior  smile  on  it.  By  God,  but  he  would  wipe  out 
that  smile  if  he  had  to  die  for  it.  In  the  same  instant 
he  had  lunged  forward  on  Darby,  but  the  other  two 
had  sprung  on  him  and  seized  him  by  the  arms.  His 
face  was  so  murderous  that  they  had  half  expected 
to  see  him  draw  a  knife. 

"  You've  backed  out  of  a  fight  with  me  twice," 
gasped  McQueen,  struggling  between  the  two  men. 
"  Are  you  going  to  do  it  again  ?  " 

"  Rot,"  said  Garraway.  "  I'm  a  police  inspector. 
No  fighting  here,  mind  you.  Mac,  you're  as  mad  as 
a  hatter.  Take  a  drink  and  cool  off." 

"  Any  time  and  place  in  reason  for  a  fight,  Mac," 
said  Darby,  "  but  not  here."  His  voice  was  still 
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quite  cool,  and  he  added  pleasantly,  "  Why  this 
murderous  thusness  ?  "  which  caused  McQueen  to  go 
black  in  the  face,  while  the  two  men  hung  on  to  him 
tighter  than  ever. 

"  Upon  my  solemn  oath,  McQueen,"  said  Garraway, 
"  if  you  don't  stop  struggling  this  instant  I'll  clip  a 
pair  of  handcuffs  on  you  and  run  you  into  the  cells. 
You're  a  dangerous  lunatic,  and  I  shall  let  Douglas 
know  it." 

The  mention  of  Douglas  brought  McQueen  some- 
what nearer  his  senses. 

"  All  right,  damn  you.  Let  me  go.  I'm  not  safe 
while  I'm  near  him." 

They  let  him  go,  keeping  between  him  and  Darby 
as  he  plunged  heavily  out  of  the  club. 

As  he  rode  off  he  had  time  to  reflect  and  curse 
himself  for  his  folly.  He  had  driven  the  state  of 
affairs  between  himself  and  Darby  as  far  as  it  could 
go,  and  yet  if  he  fought  him,  as  every  drop  of  his 
blood  was  tingling  to  fight  him,  he  would  be  certain 
to  get  the  sack.  Douglas  had  told  him  that,  and  he 
knew  that  he  meant  it.  Yet  he  hated  Darby  so 
fiercely  by  now  that  it  almost  seemed  worth  while 
to  get  the  sack  if  he  could— could  fight  him  ?  No,  not 
that  alone,  but  if  he  could  kill  him  and  get  him  out 
of  his  way  for  good,  that  would  be  worth  while  now. 

Ever  since  he  had  come  to  the  place  Darby  had  been 
in  his  way.  Darby  had  sneered  at  him  again  and  again, 
he  had  been  certain  of  it,  Darby  had  played  the  patron- 
ising heavy  father  to  Sitia  until  she  had  thought  of 
him  as  something  like  a  god,  not  to  be  laughed  at  or 
discussed  like  the  other  tuans.  He  had  seen  she  didn't 
like  it  when  he  mentioned  Darby.  Not  to  be  men- 
tioned even,  was  he  ?  Well,  he  would  do  something 
I 
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more  than  mention  him.  He  would — what  would 
he  do  ? 

"  Not  worth  hanging,  you  know,  Mac,"  he  told 
himself,  and  became  thoughtful.  If  it  could  be 

managed  somehow But  he  could  think  of  nothing 

but  all  the  different  times  that  Darby  had  interfered 
with  him,  preventing  his  giving  work  to  Sappira, 
running  round  to  Ahmat  and  putting  him  on  to  get  the 
girl  kidnapped,  and,  as  the  climax,  getting  Ahmat  or 
Sitia  herself  to  trick  and  fool  him  so  that  he  was  the 
laughing  stock  of  the  whole  place.  And  as  he  thought 
of  this  last  again  he  told  himself  that  he  could  never 
stay  on  in  that  district  if  Darby  remained  there.  He 
must  get  rid  of  him  somehow — but  how  ? 

Darby  left  the  club  shortly  after  McQueen,  and 
was  lighting  his  bicycle  lamp  when  Garraway  came  up 
to  him.  "  One  moment,  Darby,"  he  said.  "  Don't 
think  of  that  lunatic,  McQueen.  You  and  he  are 
always  at  loggerheads.  But  can  you  honestly  give 
me  any  information  about  Sappira  ?  Have  you  any 
reason  to  think  she's  been  murdered,  as  McQueen  has 
been  trying  to  get  me  to  believe  ?  " 

Now  Darby  had  not  allowed  Ahmat  to  tell  him  what 
had  happened  to  Sappira,  beyond  the  fact  that  she 
had  left  the  district  unharmed.  He  did  not  wish  to 
know,  and  wished  to  be  able  to  say  he  did  not  know 
if  he  should  ever  be  questioned. 

"  No,"  he  said.  "  I  have  not.  I  haven't  set  eyes 
on  her  myself  or  heard  anything  of  her  since  she  dis- 
appeared." 

"  But  I  can  see  McQueen  thinks  that  you  know  all 
about  the  ghost  story.  What  do  you  make  of  that 
yarn  ?  " 

"  What  ghost  story  ?  "  asked  Darby  stolidly. 
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"  The  ghost  that  McQueen  heard,"  said  Garraway. 

"  Really  !  "  Darby  said,  assuming  great  interest. 
"So  he  did  see  something  that  night,  then  !  What 
was  it  ?  " 

"  Humph,  I  believe  you're  a  dark  horse,"  and 
Garraway  went  back  into  the  club,  while  Darby  rode 
away  smiling  to  warn  Ahmat  that  he  would  in  all 
probability  be  soon  questioned  by  the  police. 

Ahmat  took  the  news  very  calmly. 

"  But  you  must  be  careful,"  said  Darby.  "  The 
tuan  McQueen  is  in  great  anger,  and  I  think,  though 
I  can  only  guess,  that  it  is  not  so  much  on  account 
of  Sappira  as  because  he  suspects  that  a  trick  was 
played  on  him  the  night  that  he  fled  from  her  house. 
I  was  afraid  that  it  might  lead  to  trouble  when  you 
told  me  how  you  had  acted  her  ghost." 

"  He,  he,  he,"  cackled  Dheela  shrilly  behind  them. 
"  The  white  man  is  ashamed  that  for  a  little  time  he 
was  so  foolish  as  to  believe  in  ghosts  !  Perhaps  he 
even  became  so  childish  that  in  time  he  might  have 
allowed  there  to  be  such  a  thing  as  magic  !  " 

"  Silence,  woman,"  said  Ahmat  sternly.  "  This  is 
no  light  thing  that  the  tuan  Darby  and  I  have  to  dis- 
cuss. Yes,  tuan,"  he  said,  turning  to  Darby,  "it  is 
perhaps  a  pity  to  have  made  him  so  angry.  But  I  was 
anxious  that  he  should  believe  Sappira  to  be  dead,  and 
therefore  make  no  enquiries  about  her  disappearance." 

"  You  never  told  Sitia  how  you  played  the  ghost  ?  " 
asked  Darby  thoughtfully. 

"  No,  tuan,  no.  I  could  not  do  that  without  telling 
her  that  the  tuan  McQueen  went  to  Sappira's  house 
that  night.  I  would  not  have  Sitia  know  that.  No, 
not  for  much  wealth.  The  finish  of  her  dream  is 
approaching  and  Allah  is  closing  his  hand.  But  at 
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least  for  a  little  time  she  may  yet  dream  in  happi- 
ness." 

Darby  could  not  but  be  doubtful  even  of  this  con- 
solation as  he  thought  of  McQueen's  face  that  evening 
in  the  club. 

"  I  wonder  what  would  happen  if  she  knew  ?"  he  pon- 
dered, speaking  more  to  himself  than  aloud.  But  Ahmat 
caught  the  half-muttered  words  and  drew  himself  up. 

"  Sitia  is  no  woman  to  bear  a  rival,"  he  said  proudly. 
"  I  have  heard  that  the  mems  are  honoured,  treasured 
by  their  tuans  and  hold  an  equal  place  with  them. 
Yet  I  have  also  heard  that  a  mem  will  sometimes  bear 
it  when  her  husband  looks  with  favour  on  another 
woman  for  a  little  time,  and  even  act  as  though  she 
knew  it  not.  That  is  not  the  way  of  the  Malay  women. 
Let  Tuan  McQueen  beware  if  Sitia  ever  knows  that 
he  is  faithless  to  her  !  Her  love,  compared  with  his, 
is  as  the  deep  sea  to  a  pond  in  the  jungle.  So  much 
the  greater  will  be  her  anger  if  she  finds  herself  aban- 
doned for  another." 

"  Ai-ee  !  If  we  could  but  have  made  her  marry  the 
boatswain  on  the  Dutch  ship  !  "  wailed  Dheela  softly. 
"  She  might  have  been  happy  now." 

"  It  was  not  for  want  of  trying,"  said  Ahmat  grimly. 
"  But  now  I  see  she  would  not  have  been  happy  with 
him.  There  is  a  something  in  her  that  we  cannot 
understand,  that  she  does  not  understand  herself." 

They  brooded  in  silence  for  some  time.  A  sense  of 
foreboding  oppressed  them.  Darby,  sitting  hunched 
on  the  one  cane  chair,  his  broad  shoulders  leaning 
forward  as  he  puffed  at  his  pipe,  seemed  so  much  at 
home  in  the  magician's  hut  that  his  presence  did  not 
disturb  their  reverie. 

"  It  is  in  the  hands  of  Allah,"  Ahmat  said  at  length. 


CHAPTER  XX 

SHADOWS 

MCQUEEN  was  sitting  at  the  breakfast-table 
the  next  morning,  and  Sitia  was  seated  at 
his  right  hand  chatting  to  him.  The  rays 
of  the  newly-risen  sun  streamed  through  the  lattice- 
work full  on  her  face.  McQueen  leant  back  in  his 
chair  sipping  his  hot  coffee,  watching  her  over  the  rim 
of  the  cup.  Suddenly  he  said  :  "  The  tuan  inspector 
is  going  to  arrest  your  father  on  suspicion  of  having 
murdered  Sappira." 

Sitia's  face  altered  instantly.  She  looked  both 
hardened  and  frightened  in  a  flash,  and  McQueen 
made  a  mental  note  of  it. 

"  Why  should  the  tuan  inspector  think  my  father 
murdered  her  ?  "  she  asked. 

"  Then  you  know  who  Sappira  is  ?  "  asked  McQueen 
coldly. 

Sitia  looked  away  through  the  lattice  work. 
Her  face  had  become  as  expressionless  as  a 
mask. 

"  I  have  heard  of  a  girl  called  Sappira  who  worked 
for  Tuan  Darby,  and  was  discharged  by  him  for  her 
evil  deeds." 

"  Have  you  never  seen  her  ?  " 

"  How  should  I  have  seen  her  ?  "  asked  Sitia, 
turning  and  looking  full  at  him.  "  But  I  have  heard 
the  tuan  has." 

"  You  seem  to  have  heard  a  lot,"  McQueen  said. 

257 
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"  Have  you  heard  how  and  why  she  disappeared  from 
the  district  ?  " 

"  No,  I  have  not.  Is  the  tuan  anxious  on  her 
account  ?  " 

"  Not  I,"  said  McQueen  ;  "  but  the  tuan  inspector 
is,  as  your  father  will  find  out.  By  the  way,  from 
whom  did  you  hear  about  Sappira  ?  " 

"  From  my  mother.  Does  not  the  tuan  know  of 
the  gossip  that  is  exchanged  in  the  market-place  ?  " 

McQueen  only  grunted,  and  pushing  back  his  chair, 
took  his  topee  and  rotan  and  walked  out  to  work, 
without  another  word. 

"  She  knows  Sappira.  So  much  I've  proved,"  he 
thought.  "  Her  father  or  she  played  Sappira's  ghost. 
I'm  as  certain  of  that  as  I  would  be  if  I  had  seen  them 
doing  it.  If  her  father  did  it,  she  knew  of  it. 
And  I  believe  Sappira's  yarn  about  her  abduction, 
though  how  it  was  done,  God  knows — and  Sitia."  And 
he  walked  along  in  a  sullen,  dangerous  state  of  mind. 

Sitia  sat  on  in  her  chair  looking  through  the  lattice- 
work. Her  face  did  not  change  after  McQueen  left 
and  was  no  longer  there  to  watch  it.  It  still  wore  its 
cold  expressionless  look,  as  if  she  strove  to  hide  her 
thoughts  from  the  very  mason  bees  that  droned  to 
and  fro  in  the  room.  Mootoosamy  came  in  and 
cleared  the  table,  but  she  did  not  move  and  remained 
lost  in  her  thought  after  he  had  gone.  Two  things 
were  dominant  in  her  mind.  First,  that  McQueen 
suspected  her  of  a  knowledge  of  Sappira's  sudden 
absence  ;  secondly,  that  her  father  was  in  danger. 

"  Perhaps  he  even  guesses  that  I  am  the  cause  of 
her  disappearance,"  she  mused.  "  He  was  watching 
me  closely  for  a  sign,  and  he  left  me  cold  and  angered. 
I  have  never  seen  him  so  displeased  with  me  before 
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when  he  was  quite  sober,  as  he  is  now.  His  anger  was 
like  the  cold  breath  of  a  mountain  wind  ;  almost  as  if 
he  disliked  me."  And  a  presentiment  of  coming 
disaster  chilled  her  heart. 

And,  indeed,  though  McQueen  strove  to  hide  it  from 
her,  as  his  suspicions  took  on  the  form  of  certainty,  his 
feelings  towards  Sitia  were  gradually  changing  to  dislike. 
He  was  eager  now  to  see  Sappira ;  and  the  knowledge 
that  it  was  Sitia  who  unconsciously  prevented  or  hin- 
dered him  from  this,  fanned  the  spark  of  resentment. 

"  What  can  have  put  it  into  the  mind  of  the  tuan 
inspector  suddenly  to  make  enquiry  about  Sappira's 
departure  ?  "  she  thought.  "  Has  he  been  question- 
ing Tuan  McQueen  ?  "  and  she  meditated  on  this  for 
a  few  moments.  Then,  with  a  sinking  feeling  at  the 
pit  of  her  stomach,  it  struck  her  that  McQueen,  his 
interest  in  Sappira  unabated,  might  have  been  making 
enquiries  of  the  inspector. 

She  bent  her  head  and  hid  her  face  in  her  hands. 
"  Oh,  tuan,  my  tuan,"  she  said  aloud.  "  I  have  loved 
you  and  love  you  with  all  my  soul  and  body,  and  am 
I  now  to  be  supplanted  by  this  Javanese  witch  ? 
For  you  have  I  put  aside  the  faith  of  my  people.  And 
you  accepted  the  sacrifice.  For  you  I  have  defied  the 
wrath  of  Allah.  And  you  accepted  it.  For  you,  if  it 
would  benefit  you,  I  would  die  gladly ;  even  now. 
Oh  take  not  again  unto  yourself  the  love  that  you 
bestowed  upon  me." 

Suddenly  she  burst  into  weeping.  Not  like  the 
crying  of  most  women,  but  heavy,  almost  soundless 
sobs,  that  shook  all  her  body.  After  a  few  minutes  she 
ceased  as  suddenly  as  she  had  begun,  and  looked  up 
fiercely,  shaking  back  her  hair  which  had  fallen  partly 
over  her  face. 
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"  But  let  him  beware  !  Strong  my  love  is  and  deep, 
and  never  shall  I  cease  from  loving  him  unless  my 
love  is  killed.  And  if  I  hate,  my  hate  will  be  a  hundred 
times  the  fiercer  for  that  I  once  loved." 

If  McQueen  could  have  seen  her  then,  with  that  new 
and  terrible  look  upon  her  face,  would  it  have  checked 
him  in  his  insane  pursuit  of  a  girl  for  whom  he  knew 
that  he  did  not  care  a  straw  ?  Probably  not,  for  who 
or  what  can  check  a  fool  in  his  folly  ?  His  infatuation 
for  Sappira  was  only  a  temporary  one.  It  would  not 
last  after  his  desire  for  her  was  satisfied.  But  he  had 
never  denied  himself  anything  that  he  sought  after 
and  could  get,  and  had  never  felt  the  necessity  to  do 
so.  Danger  in  an  evil  enterprise  would,  indeed,  be 
more  likely  to  stimulate  him  to  pursue  his  ends. 

After  a  time,  Sitia  grew  calm  and  reflected  that 
after  all  there  was  no  danger  of  McQueen  being 
attracted  by  Sappira,  as  by  that  time  she  must  be 
safely  hidden  away  in  the  mountains  of  Achin. 

"  So  that  after  all,  if  my  father  is  careful  when  the 
tuan  inspector  questions  him,  nothing  can  be  dis- 
covered and  the  tuan  will  again  forget  Sappira.  But 
it  was  an  evil  chance  that  made  the  tuan  inspector 
suspect  that  she  had  been  killed.  The  tuans  think 
killing  so  evil,  that  they  will  work  and  question  for 
years  to  find  the  slayer.  But  I  must  go  to  my  father 
to-day  and  warn  him." 

She  rose  and  tried  to  put  all  thought  of  the  matter 
from  her  mind  by  energetically  pursuing  her  household 
work  and  getting  everything  done,  so  as  to  be  free 
that  afternoon.  But  try  as  she  would,  her  temper  was 
not  even,  as  Mootoosamy  found  to  his  cost.  Sitia 
found  him  drying  the  tumblers  he  had  been  washing, 
with  a  dirty  dusting  cloth,  and  rewarded  him  with  a 
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very  sound  box  on  the  ear.  He  proclaimed  his  sorrow 
loudly,  protesting  it  was  through  inadvertence  ;  which 
indeed  it  was,  as  he  had  been  lost  in  happy  contem- 
plation of  a  new  toddy-shop,  that  he  had  heard  was 
to  open  near  by,  when  Sitia's  box  on  the  ear  brought 
him  back  to  the  evil  present. 

The  morning  dragged  heavily,  in  spite  of  the  energy 
she  tried  to  put  into  her  work.  At  length  she  heard 
McQueen's  step  on  the  verandah  and  went  to  take 
him  his  stingah.  He  was  in  his  room  washing  as  she 
brought  it  in,  and  she  stood  waiting  with  the  tray  in 
her  hands  till  he  should  turn  round. 

"  Hallo,  little  woman,"  he  said,  as  he  rubbed  his 
face  with  the  towel.  "  How  has  the  morning  gone 
with  you  ?  " 

The  tone  was  a  trifle  forced,  as  Sitia  felt.  "  The 
morning  went  as  other  mornings  have  gone.  Nothing 
of  note  has  happened,"  she  replied. 

McQueen  took  the  glass  from  the  tray  and  slipped 
his  other  arm  round  her  neck.  "  Feeling  a  little 
sad  ?  "  he  asked,  looking  down  at  her.  Sitia  nodded 
without  looking  up,  and  her  eyes  grew  moist  with 
quickly  repressed  tears.  She  had  been  more  troubled 
in  mind  than  she  had  admitted  to  herself,  and  she  felt 
consolation  in  his  action. 

He  bent  and  kissed  her.  "  There,"  he  said.  "  For- 
get my  coldness.  I  was  vexed  by  the  tuan  inspector's 
questioning  me  as  if  I  had  something  to  do  with  that 
girl's  disappearance,  and  I  thought  for  a  moment 
you  had  known  something  of  her  and  had  not  told  me." 

McQueen  really  acted  the  part  he  was  taking  very 
well.  His  voice  sounded  true  and  tender,  and  for  the 
moment,  with  his  arm  around  her,  he  did  not  find  it 
difficult. 
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Sitia  looked  up  with  wet  eyes  and  returned  his  kiss, 
but  only  said,  "  Tuan,  I  have  a  favour  to  ask." 

"  Even  unto  the  half  of  my  kingdom,"  said  McQueen. 
"  What  is  it  ?  " 

"  I  want  to  go  to  my  parents'  house,  now  and  with- 
out waiting,  to  warn  my  father  that  the  tuan  inspector 
is  going  to  arrest  him." 

"  Going  to  warn  him  to  run  ?  "  asked  McQueen, 
and  incautiously  allowed  a  slightly  cynical  note  to 
appear  in  his  voice. 

"  No,"  said  Sitia  coldly.  "  He  has  done  no  murder 
and  need  not  fear,  but  it  is  well  he  should  be  prepared." 

It  struck  McQueen  that  here  was  a  good  opportunity 
for  getting  Sitia  out  of  the  way  again  that  night. 

"  Certainly  you  can  go,  and  this  moment  if  you  like. 
See,  you  can  take  the  children  on  the  river  this  even- 
ing as  you  promised  them,  and  here  is  five  dollars  for 
you  and  them  to  have  a  good  time.  You  need  not 
return  to-night.  Come  back  in  the  morning." 

"  I  thank  the  tuan.  The  tuan  will  not  be  wanting 
me  in  the  night  and  grieve  because  I  am  not  there, 
as  he  did  the  night  that  I  was  absent  some  time  ago  ?  " 
she  said,  with  a  sad  little  smile  on  her  lips. 

Though  she  was  innocent  of  any  hidden  meaning 
in  her  words,  they  brought  all  McQueen's  wrath  upper- 
most again.  The  plaintive  smile  appeared  to  him  to 
be  a  mocking  one,  and  her  words  a  reference  to  his 
ghostly  fears  that  night. 

He  gave  such  an  angry  growl  that  Sitia  stared  after 
him  with  astonishment  as  he  turned  away. 

"  What  have  I  said  to  anger  the  tuan  ?  "  she  asked. 
"  One  moment  he  is  all  kindness  and  warmth,  and  the 
next  his  voice  is  like  that  of  an  angry  tiger.  What 
was  there  in  my  words  to  offend  ?  " 
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Her  distressed  surprise  would  have  appeared  genuine 
enough  to  any  one  but  McQueen.  But  he,  desirous 
though  he  was  to  conceal  his  real  feelings  from  her, 
had  to  stand  with  his  back  to  her  and  drink  off  his 
stingah  before  he  could  control  himself  sufficiently  to 
speak  calmly. 

"  I  was  thinking  of  something  else.  Nothing  to  do 
with  you,  Sitia.  Now  you  had  better  go  if  you  are  to 
get  there  early.  Have  a  good  time  and  return  to- 
morrow," and  he  kissed  her. 

As  she  walked  away  he  looked  after  her  with  a 
lowering  expression.  He  wanted  to  order  her  not 
to  return  till  the  next  day,  but  felt  he  could  not  with- 
out arousing  her  suspicion.  Suddenly  he  saw  a  way 
to  keep  her  in  town  till  morning. 

"  Sitia  !  "  he  called,  going  to  the  top  of  the  stairs. 
"  Bring  some  brinjals  and  lettuce  back  with  you  to- 
morrow. Go  to  the  market-place  at  dawn,  so  will 
you  get  the  best." 

"  Very  well,  tuan." 

"  Mind  you  are  in  the  market  not  later  than  dawn." 

"  I  shall  be  there  at  dawn  as  the  tuan  wishes." 

McQueen  went  back  to  his  room  satisfied.  "  That'll 
ensure  her  being  in  town  all  night,"  he  thought,  with 
a  chuckle  at  his  own  astuteness.  "  I'll  ride  up  to 
Sappira  this  afternoon  and  tell  her  to  come  this 
evening." 

It  was  a  sad  and  bewildered  Sitia  that  rode  in  her 
rickshaw  to  town  that  afternoon.  McQueen's  varying 
moods  of  sullenness  and  tenderness  puzzled  her,  and 
she  studied  the  problem  deeply  in  her  mind.  This 
was  the  second  day  now  that  he  had  seemed  strange 
and  not  his  usual  self.  Could  anything  have  happened 
while  she  had  been  absent  the  night  before  ?  That 
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injury  to  his  head  ?  He  would  not  let  her  touch  it, 
yet  it  was  painful ;  she  had  noticed  him  wince  if  he 
put  his  head  back  suddenly  on  the  cushion  in  his 
chair.  And  yet  surely  that  would  not  make  him  so 
strange.  Still,  he  was  very  much  like  an  overgrown 
child  at  times.  Perhaps  that  was  the  reason. 

She  was  roused  from  her  reverie  by  the  rickshaw 
pulling  up  opposite  her  parents'  house.  She  paid  the 
man  and  walked  up  the  trail  to  the  house.  Just  as 
she  neared  it,  the  door  opened  and  her  father  appeared. 

"  Sitia  !  "  he  exclaimed.  "  What  reason  have  you 
for  coming  ?  You  were  here  the  night  before  last." 

"  True.  Let  me  enter  first  and  I  will  tell  you. 
The  news  is  not  good.  Where  is  my  mother  ?  "  she 
asked,  looking  round  the  room. 

"  She  has  gone  to  Mohammed  Khan  the  sarong 
merchant  for  new  sarongs  to  sell.  She  intends  going 
away  for  a  week  to  the  kampongs  up-river,  selling 
them." 

"  Then  she  must  wait,"  said  Sitia.  "  Who  will  look 
after  the  children  ?  " 

"  Are  you  mad,  girl  ?  Have  not  I  looked  after  the 
children  before  and  cannot  I  do  so  again  ?  Why 
should  she  wait  ?  " 

"  Because  you  are  going  to  be  arrested  for  the 
murder  of  Sappira,"  said  Sitia  composedly. 

Ahmat  chuckled  sardonically.  "  Have  they  found 
the  body,  then  ?  "  he  asked.  "  And  who  gave  you  this 
news  ?  " 

"  Tuan  McQueen  told  me  this  morning  that  the 
tuan  inspector  was  going  to  arrest  you  on  suspicion 
of  having  killed  her." 

"  On  suspicion.  Ho,  ho.  Then  he  is  not  certain," 
and  the  old  man  laughed.  "  So  he  is  going  to  question 
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me.  The  tuan  Darby  told  me  something  of  this  last 
night.  And  your  tuan  ?  What  does  he  think  ?  " 

"  Truly  I  do  not  know,"  said  Sitia.  "  For  two  days 
has  he  been  strange  in  his  manner  to  me.  Kind  and 
angry  by  turns.  True,  he  had  a  blow  on  the  back  of 
his  head  which  stunned  him,  when  he  was  hunting 
pig  on  the  day  I  came  here,  which  may  be  the  cause. 
But  I  thought  he  sought  to  trap  me  in  my  speech 
this  morning,  and  if  so  he  was  successful." 

"  How  ?  "  asked  Ahmat. 

"I  let  him  see  that  I  had  heard  of  Sappira,"  said 
Sitia,  and  she  told  her  father  of  that  morning's  con- 
versation with  McQueen,  giving  it  word  for  word. 

Ahmat  fell  into  silence.  Sitia  sat  quiet  for  some 
time  respecting  his  meditation.  At  last  she  said, 
"  What  will  my  father  do  ?  " 

"  Do  ?  "  he  repeated.  "  What  is  there  to  do,  save 
wait  till  the  tuan  inspector  chooses  to  take  me  ?  " 

"  I  think  the  bolder  course  would  be  the  wiser," 
said  Sitia. 

"  And  what  is  that  ?  " 

"Go  to  the  tuan  inspector  of  your  own  will.  Tell 
him  you  have  heard  from  me  that  he  intends  to  arrest 
you,  and  demand  to  know  what  reason  he  can  have 
for  such  an  action.  It  will  impress  him  favourably, 
and  perhaps  he  will  merely  question  you  and  let  you  go 
at  once." 

Ahmat  was  pleased.  "  There  is  wisdom  in  your  words. 
The  bolder  course  is  the  best.  When  your  mother 
comes  back  with  the  children,  I  will  go  to  the  police 
station  and  you  shall  be  at  ease  in  your  mind  to-night." 

"  And  here  comes  my  mother  and  the  little  ones 
now,"  said  Sitia  as  the  children's  voices  were  heard 
outside  the  house. 


CHAPTER  XXI 

A   TALE   FOR   CHILDREN 

THE  children  tumbled  in  through  the  door, 
and  seeing  Sitia,  capered  round  her  in  de- 
lighted surprise. 

"  Have  you  come  back  to  take  us  on  the  river,  as 
your  tuan  said  you  would  ?  "  cried  little  Amat. 

"  Was  it  you  sent  us  the  dollar  by  him  ?  "  asked 
Theema. 

Sitia  smiled  down  upon  them.  "  No,  that  was 
the  tuan's  gift,"  she  said.  "  We  are  going  on  the 
river  very  soon.  Go  and  get  out  the  hooks  and 
lines." 

"  Wah  !  Sitia  !  "  said  Dheela,  entering  with  diffi- 
culty, as  she  was  carrying  a  great  bundle  of  sarongs. 
"  WTiat  brings  you  back  so  soon  again  ?  " 

"  News  for  my  father  brought  me,"  said  Sitia,  as 
the  old  woman  plunged  herself  down,  exhausted  with 
the  weight  of  her  bundle.  Sitia  sat  down  beside  her 
and  told  her  all  she  had  told  to  Ahmat. 

"  Ai-ee  !  "  said  Dheela.  "  Before  there  is  a  killing, 
there  must  first  be  a  corpse,  and  where  is  the  corpse 
of  Sappira  ?  Somewhere  in  Achin.  He,  he,  he.  Will 
the  tuan  inspector's  '  eyes  that  see  in  the  dark  '  " 
(detectives)  "  look  across  the  sea  and  find  her  there  ? 
You  are  right,  Ahmat  had  better  face  the  tuan  inspector 
at  once  and  get  the  matter  finished." 

"  I  go  now,"  said  Ahmat,  and  he  walked  out. 

"  And  I,"  said  Sitia,  rising.  "  I  go  to  take  the 
266 
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children  on  the  river.  We  will  be  back  by  sunset. 
Come,  children,  are  you  ready  ?  " 

The  children  danced  out  of  the  door  in  front  of  her, 
in  great  excitement,  Amat  proclaiming  his  intention 
of  bringing  back  a  river  turtle. 

"  That  you  must  not,"  said  Sitia.  "  The  river  turtles 
are  the  property  of  the  Sultan  and  the  policeman  at 
the  wharf  will  put  you  in  jail  if  you  do  catch  one." 

"  Why  should  the  Sultan  want  them  ?  "  asked 
Theema.  "  Ugly  things  are  they,  that  live  all  their 
lives  in  a  thick  shell." 

"  Do  you  know  how  the  first  of  the  turtles  gained 
his  shell  ?  "  asked  Sitia. 

"  No,"  said  Theema,  clasping  her  sarong  in  her 
ringers  and  skipping  along  beside  her.  "  Tell  us,  Sitia." 

"  The  First  of  the  Turtles  was  not  as  he  is  now," 
began  Sitia,  "  with  a  heavy  ugly  shell  on  his  back  and 
belly  and  a  wizened-pointed  head  like  a  bit  of  leather. 
He  was  a  beautiful  creature  of  many  colours,  and  he 
lived  in  the  upper  reaches  of  the  great  river." 

"  The  Sangri  Perak  ?  "    asked  Awang. 

"  No.  There  were  no  other  rivers  in  those  early 
days.  It  was  the  beginning  of  things,  and  the  other 
rivers  had  not  yet  sprung  from  the  first  great  stream. 
There  was  laid  upon  the  Turtle  of  Allah  this  law  : 
that  he  should  live  in  the  upper  reaches  of  the  river 
and  not  come  downstream  and  enter  that  part  where 
the  tide  ebbs  and  flows.  But  here  is  the  sampan. 
Amat,  there  is  Bay  Lee.  Go  and  ask  him  if  he  will 
row  us.  I  will  give  him  fifty  cents." 

Amat  ran  off  to  a  small  house.  An  elderly  Chinaman 
was  sitting  outside  it  patching  up  an  oar,  and  was 
soon  persuaded  to  leave  his  work  to  come  and  row 
them. 
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"  Row  upstream,"  said  Sitia,  when  they  had  taken 
their  places,  "  and  let  us  drift  down." 

"  Now  go  on  about  the  Turtle,"  said  Kasrie,  wriggling 
happily  on  her  seat. 

"  Now  the  Turtle  was  quite  happy  in  the  upper 
reaches  of  the  river  ;  but  because  it  was  laid  upon  him 
that  he  should  stay  there,  and  not  enter  where  the 
tide  ebbed  and  flowed,  for  that  very  reason  he  was 
eager  to  go  down  toward  the  mouth." 

"  That  was  foolish  of  him,"  said  Theema  judiciously. 

"  Very,"  said  Sitia,  smiling  down  at  her.  "  Have 
you  ever  felt  that  you  wanted  to  do  something  just 
because  you  were  told  not  to  do  it  ?  " 

Theema  considered  this  gravely  for  a  moment. 
"  Yes,  I  think  I  have." 

"  Well,  next  time  you  feel  like  that,  remember  it  is 
foolish.  At  last  his  curiosity  to  see  what  the  river 
downstream  looked  like  grew  so  great  that  he  deter- 
mined to  break  the  law,  and  he  set  out.  The  first 
thing  he  noticed  was  that  the  water  was  no  longer 
clear  like  that  which  he  lived  in,  and  the  sandy  bottom 
was  gone  and  it  was  all  mud.  '  I  will  go  a  little 
farther  and  turn  back,'  he  said.  Then  the  open 
country  and  the  mountains  were  hidden  from  view 
by  thick  jungle  and  he  felt  oppressed  and  shut  in. 
Allah  had  given  him  two  warnings,  but  he  did  not 
heed  them.  '  I  will  go  a  little  farther  yet,'  he  thought. 
At  last,  as  he  turned  a  bend  in  the  river,  the  jungle 
on  one  side  receded.  A  beautiful  green  lawn  with  a 
small  wood  in  the  middle  stretched  down  to  the  river, 
and  as  he  came  round  the  bend  a  most  lovely  woman 
came  out  of  the  water  where  she  had  been  bathing 
and  stood  by  the  shore,  looking  back  on  the  river. 

"  She  saw  the  Turtle  and  smiled  at  him,  and  the  glory 
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of  her  smile  and  of  her  eyes  enchanted  the  Turtle, 
and  filled  him  with  rapture.  Then  she  turned  and 
walked  up  the  lawn  and  into  the  little  wood  and  dis- 
appeared. Now  the  Turtle  was  smitten  with  madness 
by  Allah.  He  swore  that  he  would  seize  that  woman 
and  take  her  for  his  wife.  He  could  not  leave  the 
water,  but  he  thought  that  she  would  come  down  to 
the  river  to  bathe  again,  and  then  he  would  seize  her 
and  take  her  to  live  with  him  in  the  river. 

"  He  settled  himself  down  to  wait ;  and  in  order  that 
he  should  not  be  washed  away  by  the  current,  he  laid 
himself  on  his  belly  by  the  edge  of  the  river,  his  tail 
wound  round  a  root  and  his  nose  just  above  the  water. 
And  the  tide  flowed  and  ebbed  and  covered  him  with 
a  thin  layer  of  mud.  But  it  was  a  long  root  that  his 
tail  was  wound  round,  and  he  rose  and  fell  with  the 
tide.  And  when  the  tide  had  fallen  the  first  time,  the 
woman  came  out  from  the  wood  as  if  to  bathe,  but 
seeing  the  nose  of  the  Turtle  above  the  water,  she 
stopped  short  of  the  bank  and  smiled  at  him.  Then 
she  turned  and  re-entered  the  wood." 

"  I  should  have  gone  then,"  said  Awang. 

"  But  the  Turtle  was  a]l  the  more  eager  at  the  sight 
of  the  woman,  and  still  more  determined  to  wait  and 
seize  her,'  and  the  tide  flowed  and  ebbed,  and  when 
it  had  ebbed  the  second  time  the  Turtle  was  covered 
with  another  layer  of  mud. 

And  again  the  woman  came  out  from  the  wood,  and 
seeing  the  Turtle  still  keeping  watch  she  again  stopped 
short  of  the  bank  and  smiled.  '  Still  waiting  ?  '  she 
said,  and  turned  and  re-entered  the  wood.  And  the 
sound  of  her  voice  fanned  the  flame  of  his  passion  for 
her  still  more  fiercely,  and  made  him  the  more  deter- 
mined to  wait  for  a  chance  to  seize  her  " 
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"  Did  not  the  Turtle  get  hungry  ?  "    asked  Kasrie. 

"  Turtles  can  go  many  days  without  eating,"  said 
Sitia.  "  Do  not  the  Chinese  people  when  they  catch 
them  often  keep  them  a  long  time  alive  without  food, 
till  they  want  to  eat  them  ?  And  are  they  any  the 
thinner  for  it  ?  Do  not  put  your  hand  in  the  water, 
Theema,  lest  a  crocodile  seize  it." 

"  The  tide  flowed  and  ebbed  a  third  time,  and  again 
was  the  Turtle  covered  with  a  layer  of  mud.  But 
before  it  had  quite  ebbed,  the  woman  came  again  out 
of  the  wood.  She  was  not  going  to  bathe  this  time 
for  she  was  clothed,  and  her  face  was  full  of  wrath. 
'  Accursed  of  Allah  ! '  she  said,  '  and  breaker  of 
his  laws  !  You  would  seize  me  and  wed  me  ?  You  ! 
Then  follow  and  catch  me  if  you  can  ?  '  And  she 
turned  and  disappeared  in  the  wood.  Then  the 
tide  receded  quickly  and  much  farther  than  before, 
leaving  the  Turtle  high  out  of  the  water.  And  it 
surprised  him  to  find  that  he  could  live  out  of  the 
water,  as  before  he  could  not.  But  the  sun  was  very 
hot  and  he  determined  as  he  could  live  on  dry  land 
to  go  up  into  the  wood  and  catch  the  woman. 

"  But  he  found  that  he  could  only  move  slowly,  for 
the  fierce  sun  had  baked  the  layers  of  mud  on  the  top 
of  and  beneath  him.  And  you  know  that  the  upper 
shell  of  the  turtle  is  harder  than  the  under  one  and 
black  and  wrinkled.  That  is  because  the  sun's  fierce 
rays  beating  down  upon  his  back  baked  the  mud 
there  quicker  than  that  underneath.  He  did  not  at 
all  like  this  shut-in  feeling  ;  but  urged  by  his  desire 
he  crawled  slowly  up  the  lawn  oppressed  by  his  heavy 
shell,  and  at  last  entered  the  wood.  But  there  was 
no  woman  there,  only  a  pool  of  very  clear  water  and 
a  rock  overhanging  it.  The  Turtle  was  so  hot  with 
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his  journey  and  the  sun's  heat  on  his  unprotected 
back  that  he  longed  to  plunge  into  the  clear  pool  and 
cool  himself,  and  he  crawled  upon  the  rock  to  do  so. 
But  before  plunging  he  looked  into  the  water  and 
saw  his  reflection,  and  then  he  understood  how  Allah 
had  punished  him  for  his  disobedience.  For  his 
beautiful  head  and  body  were  gone,  and  in  their  place 
was  an  ugly  pointed  head  like  a  lump  of  black  dried 
leather,  and  his  body  was  shut  up  in  a  hard  shell,  out  of 
which  his  head  and  feet  appeared.  And  so  he  remained 
all  the  days  of  his  life.  For  this  was  the  punishment  of 
Allah  upon  him  and  his  children's  children  for  his 
disobedience."1 

"  Wah  !  "  said  the  little  girls,  much  impressed 
by  the  dreadful  fate  of  the  Turtle. 

"  But  it  was  not  right  of  Allah  to  punish  his  children 
for  the  Turtle's  fault,"  said  Amat. 

"  But  Allah  does,  right  or  not  right,"  said  Sitia. 
*'  See  that  you  so  live  that  your  children  may  not 
suffer." 

"  /  have  never  disobeyed  Allah,"  said  Kasrie,  with 
a  self-righteous  air.  "  Is  there  no  hope  of  escaping 
punishment  if  one  disobeys  him,  Sitia  ?  " 

"  None,"  said  Sitia,  in  a  low  tone,  burying  her  face 
in  her  hands.  The  child's  question  had  brought  to 
her  mind  her  defiance  of  Allah  at  the  pool,  and  she 
felt  that  trouble  was  beginning  to  gather  round 
her. 

The  children  looked  at  each  other  with  anxious 
faces.  What  could  be  grieving  her,  they  wondered  ? 
Theema  reached  up  and  tried  to  pat  her  cheek.  "  What 
is  it,  Sitia  ?  Have  you  disobeyed  him  ?  And  if  so,  is 
he  not  called  the  All-merciful,  the  Compassionate  ?  " 

1  This  fable  has  never  been  written  down  before 
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She  had  often  heard  Allah  described  in  these  terms 
when  addressed  in  prayer  by  her  father. 

Sitia  took  her  hands  from  her  face  and  smiled  at 
the  child.  "  True,  Theema.  Do  not  be  troubled. 
Now,  Bay  Lee,  cease  rowing  and  let  us  drift  back,  and 
you,  children,  put  the  fishing-lines  out.  Not  too  deep 
now  or  the  hooks  will  catch  in  the  snags  at  the  bottom." 

Ahmat  went  up  the  steps  into  the  outer  hall  of  the 
police  station,  where  a  burly  Sikh  sergeant  seated 
at  a  table  was  taking  down  the  depositions  of  a  small 
Malay  policeman. 

Ahmat  said  nothing  but  stood  before  the  table, 
patiently  waiting  in  dignified  silence  till  the  sergeant 
should  be  ready  to  take  notice  of  him.  At  last,  when 
the  sergeant  had  finished  taking  down  the  policeman's 
depositions  and  had  also  kept  Ahmat  waiting  needlessly 
a  little  longer,  as  was  compatible  with  his  dignity, 
he  looked  at  him. 

"  What  do  you  want  ?  "  he  snapped. 

"  Nothing,"  said  Ahmat,  offended  and  not  at  all 
awed,  as  the  sergeant  had  intended. 

The  Sikh  glared  at  him.  "  Do  you  come  here  to 
make  a  jest  of  me  ?  "  he  cried.  "  Beware.  It  is 
easier  to  enter  this  place  than  to  leave." 

"  I  did  not  come  here  to  make  a  jest  of  you.  One 
cannot  make  that  which  already  is.  I  came  because 
the  tuan  inspector  wants  me." 

The  sergeant  was  enraged  at  this  retort.  "  Dog," 
he  roared,  "  do  you  come  here  to  throw  dirt  at  me  ? 
You  laugh  ?  See  if  I  do  not " 

"  Do  not  what  ?  "  said  the  inspector,  coming  out  of 
his  room.  "  What  the  devil  are  you  shouting  about  ?  " 

The  sergeant  sprang  to  his  feet  and  saluted.    "  This 
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low  person,  tuan,  makes  a  mock  of  the  police  and  will 
not  state  what  he  wants  in  coming  here." 

Garraway  turned  and  looked  at  old  Ahmat,  who  stood 
perfectly  unconcerned.  He  raised  his  hand  to  his 
forehead  in  salute,  and  said  :  "  Tuan,  this  Sikh  man 
does  not  understand  courtesy.  I  came  here  because 
the  tuan  wanted  me." 

Garraway  looked  surprised.  "  You  are  Ahmat  the 
Pawang,  are  you  not  ?  " 

"  I  am,  tuan." 

"  Why  do  you  think  I  want  to  see  you  ?  " 

"  My  daughter  Sitia  told  me  that  her  tuan,  Tuan 
McQueen,  said  you  were  going  to  arrest  me  on  sus- 
picion of  having  killed  a  Javanese  girl,  Sappira  by 
name.  As  I  have  nothing  of  importance  to  do  at 
present  I  have  saved  the  tuan  the  trouble  of  sending 
for  me  by  coming  to  him." 

"  Exceedingly  good  of  you,"  said  Garraway,  amused 
at  the  old  man's  self-possession.  "  Will  the  rajah 
honour  his  slave  by  coming  into  the  inner  room  and 
deign  to  answer  a  few  foolish  questions  ?  " 

The  Sikh  sergeant  grinned  delightfully  at  the  tuan's 
irony,  but  Ahmat  merely  inclined  his  head  and 
followed  Garraway  to  his  room. 

"  Now,"  said  Garraway,  when  he  had  seated  him- 
self at  his  table,  while  Ahmat  stood  in  front  of  him, 
"  tell  me  what  has  happened  to  Sappira." 

"  Surely  the  tuan  knows  that  she  has  been  mur- 
dered ?  "  said  Ahmat. 

"  What !  "  said  Garraway,  staring  at  him  in  sur- 
prise. "  She  was  killed,  then  ?  " 

"  The  tuan  has  said  so.  Who  am  I  to  doubt  the 
tuan's  word  ?  Doubtless  the  tuan  has  seen  Sappira's 
corpse." 
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"  Take  care,  Ahmat,"  said  Garraway.  "  It  is  not 
good  to  play  with  me.  Do  you  not  know  that  I  could 
lock  you  up  on  suspicion  of  having  murdered  the 
girl  ?  " 

"  For  how  long,  tuan,  seeing  that  you  have  no 
evidence  against  me  and  do  not  even  know  that  the 
girl  was  murdered  ?  I  am  not  so  very  ignorant  a  man, 
although  I  cannot  read  and  write,  as  my  little  children 
can  do  ;  but  I  have  rajahs  for  my  friends.  If  I  am 
cast  into  prison  wrongfully  I  know  one  who  will 
engage  a  lawyer  man  to  enquire  why  so  wrong  a  thing 
should  be  done.  I  have  heard,  tuan,  that  nowadays 
the  law  is  the  same  for  the  Malay  as  for  the  white 
man.  That  is,  the  criminal  law." 

Garraway  admired  the  old  man  for  his  firm  bearing. 

"  Listen,  Ahmat.  You  are  right  in  thinking  that  no 
man  can  be  thrown  into  prison  in  these  days  for  no 
reason.  But  I  think  I  have  good  reason  for  suspecting 
you  for  causing,  if  not  the  death  of  Sappira,  at  least 
her  disappearance." 

Ahmat  appeared  mildly  amused.  "  What  reasons 
could  I  have  had  to  cause  her  disappearance  ?  I  who 
have  never  set  eyes  on  her." 

"  What  need  to  make  many  words  ?  "  said  Garraway ; 
"  the  matter  lies  thus.  Your  daughter  belongs  to  the 
tuan  McQueen.  Tuan  McQueen  sets  eyes  on  Sappira 
when  Tuan  Darby  is  discharging  her,  and  tries  to  engage 
her.  Tuan  Darby  is  angry  and  prevents  him,  and 
because  he  is  angry,  tries  to  prevent  Tuan  McQueen 
seeing  her  again.  Tuan  Darby  knows  that  it  will 
cause  great  sorrow  to  your  daughter  if  Tuan  McQueen 
seeks  Sappira.  Tuan  Darby  being  friendly  to  you,  tells 
you  of  the  matter,  knowing  that  you  will  take  steps  to 
prevent  it.  What  think  you  of  that  for  a  reason  ?  " 
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Ahmat  put  his  head  on  one  side  and  affected  to  con- 
sider. 

"  Then  the  tuan  reasons  thus,"  he  said.  "  Because 
Ahmat,  for  his  daughter's  sake,  would  like  to  see 
Sappira  out  of  the  way,  therefore  as  she  has  disappeared, 
it  is  he  without  doubt  that  has  caused  her  disappear- 
ance. That  is  not  good  talk.  Because  a  body  is  found, 
left  by  the  tide,  it  is  not  proof  that  the  sea  drowned  it." 

"  I  did  not  say  it  was  proof,"  said  Garraway ; 
"  but  is  it  not  evidence  enough  to  arrest  you  till  more 
comes  to  light  ?  " 

"  If  it  is  the  tuan's  pleasure,"  said  Ahmat,  with  an 
air  as  if  tolerant  of  the  inspector's  childishness.  "  But 
if  the  tuan  has  no  other  evidence  than  this,  I  shall 
certainly  employ  the  lawyer  man  to  get  me  out." 

Garraway  tapped  his  teeth  reflectively  with  the 
handle  of  his  pen  and  looked  through  the  window 
at  the  grass  padang  beyond.  At  length  he  turned  to 
Ahmat.  "  You  know  that  empty  hut  overhanging  the 
river,  just  off  the  bend  of  the  road,  that  runs  to  it 
from  the  club  ?  " 

Ahmat  reflected.  "The  house  about  two  hundred 
yards  from  the  Chinese  pig-slaughtering  place,  tuan  ?  " 

"  No,  no,"  said  Garraway  impatiently.  "  Further 
to  the  east  of  that  by  a  quarter  of  a  mile." 

"  Ah,  yes.    There  is  a  hut  there,  I  remember." 

"  Do  you  remember  the  night  the  tuans  had  a 
singing  play  at  the  club  ?  " 

"  Surely,  tuan.  My  daughter  and  I  listened  to  it  for 
some  time,  standing  in  the  road  outside  the  club." 

"  And  when  you  had  finished  listening,  what  did  you 
two  do  ?  " 

"  We  went  back  to  my  house  and  slept,  tuan." 

"  Sappira  was  in  that  crowd,  as  I  know.    She  was 
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a  very  beautiful  girl,  and  would  not  fail  to  attract 
attention.  Do  you  mean  to  tell  me  you  did  not 
notice  her  ?  " 

"  I  have  already  told  the  tuan  that  I  have  never 
set  eyes  on  her.  The  tuan  must  remember  that  the 
greater  part  of  the  crowd  did  not  stand  in  the 
glare  of  the  club's  lamps,  but  in  the  darkness  of  the 
night." 

"  Well,  that  was  the  night  she  disappeared,"  said 
Garraway.  "  Also,  on  that  night,  one  went  seeking 
her  at  the  empty  hut  by  the  river.  He  heard  her  voice 
telling  him  she  was  dead,  and  that  her  spirit  had 
returned  to  meet  him.  He  searched  the  hut  and  there 
was  no  one  there." 

Garraway  paused  impressively,  and  his  eyes  searched 
Ahmat's  face,  but  the  only  expression  it  wore  was  one 
of  mild  interest. 

"  An  alarming  discovery  for  a  man  who  seeks  his 
lover,  tuan  !  Was  he  not  frightened  ?  " 

"  Some  time  afterwards  the  hut  was  examined  and 
a  hole  was  found  cut  in  the  back,  showing  how  the 
trick  had  been  played.  Now  why  was  the  trick  played 
and  who  had  most  interest  to  do  so  ?" 

"  Nay,  tuan,"  said  old  Ahmat,  as  if  tired  of  the 
matter,  "  why  go  sideways  to  the  goal  after  the 
fashion  of  a  crab  ?  You  wish  me  to  admit  that  I 
played  this  silly  trick  upon  the  tuan  McQueen.  1  am 
not  fond  of  night  walking,  unless  I  have  matters  of 
importance  in  hand,  and  I  deny  having  done  it,  as 
I  deny  any  share  in  Sappira's  death  or  flight.  Let  us 
make  an  end  of  this  talk.  Does  the  tuan  wish  to  shut 
me  up  ?  " 

Garraway  laughed.  "  No,  not  yet,  Ahmat.  You  are 
as  wily  as  Pelandok,  the  mouse-deer,  but  I  may  catch 
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you  yet.  However,  you  may  go  now,  ucless  there  is 
anything  you  want  to  ask." 

"  Only  one  thing,  tuan.  Did  Sappira's  ghost  alarm 
Tuan  McQueen  much  ?  "  he  asked,  with  a  twinkle 
in  his  eye. 

"  Git,  you  old  heathen.  Do  not  make  fun  of  your 
betters,"  said  Garraway,  laughing,  and  old  Ahmat 
went  out. 

The  big  Sikh  sergeant  looked  up  and  sneered  as  he 
passed.  "  Has  the  rajah  any  orders  for  his  slave 
before  he  withdraws  the  light  of  his  presence  ?  "  he 
asked,  imitating  Garraway 's  irony. 

"  This,"  said  Ahmat,  as  he  passed  without  deigning 
to  look  at  him,  "  that  you  behave  more  courteously 
to  your  betters  when  they  condescend  to  speak  to 
you." 


CHAPTER  XXII 

A  WHITE   MAN'S   HATRED 

MCQUEEN  cycled  up  to  Sappira's  kampong 
late  in  the  afternoon.  Outside  one  of  the 
huts  two  Javanese  men  were  sitting  in  the 
shade.  McQueen  glanced  at  them,  and  going  to  the  hut 
he  knew  Sappira  to  be  staying  in,  knocked  at  the  door. 

An  old  Javanese  man  opened  the  door.  "  Tabek, 
tuan,"  he  said  when  he  saw  McQueen. 

"  Tabek,"  said  McQueen  and  entered,  pushing  by 
him.  There  was  no  one  else  in  the  room  but  there  was 
a  room  at  the  back. 

He  turned  to  the  old  man.  "  I  am  seeking  a  run- 
away Javanese  coolie,"  he  said.  "  A  woman.  I  know 
she  came  this  way.  Have  you  any  knowledge  of  one  ?  " 

"  No,  tuan,"  said  the  man. 

McQueen  had  got  near  the  door  of  the  second  room 
by  this  time,  and  suddenly  pushing  it  open  walked  in 
and  found  himself  in  front  of  Sappira,  who  had  been 
listening. 

In  a  very  low  tone  he  said  :  "  House  empty.  Come 
at  nine  o'clock." 

"  Good,"  murmured  the  girl,  just  loud  enough  for 
McQueen  to  catch  what  she  said. 

"  Well,"  he  said,  turning  back  to  the  old  man, 
"  you've  got  a  pretty  enough  girl  here,  but  she's  not 
my  bird.  Is  she  your  daughter  ?  " 

"  Yes,  tuan,"  said  the  man  sulkily. 

"  Beautiful  enough  for  a  sultan's  harem,"  said 
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McQueen.  "  Well,  old  man,  five  dollars'  reward  if  you 
catch  my  runaway  girl  for  me.  Ugly  as  sin,  she  is. 
Split  mouth.  You  can't  mistake  her  if  you  see  her," 
and  he  walked  out.  As  he  pushed  his  bicycle  to  the 
road,  one  of  the  Javanese  sitting  by  the  other  hut  rose 
and  walked  over  to  him. 

"  Tabek,  tuan,"  he  said,  saluting. 

"  What  do  you  want  ?  "   said  McQueen. 

"  I  want  work,  tuan,"  said  the  man. 

"  What  work  ?  "  asked  McQueen,  stopping. 

"  I  want  a  mandor's  place,"  said  the  man.  "  I  have 
been  a  mandor  five  years." 

"  Those  who  expect  to  be  given  but  one  banana 
demand  the  whole  bunch.  You  are  all  mandors 
according  to  your  own  statements.  Where  did  you 
work  last  ?  " 

"  On  Bukit  Merah  estate,  eighty  miles  distant, 
this  last  year,  and  on  Rambutan  estate  for  four  years." 

"  On  Rambutan  !  "  said  McQueen,  showing  some 
interest.  "  Did  you  work  for  Tuan  Darby  ?  " 

"  Yes,  tuan." 

McQueen  looked  at  him  hard  for  some  expression  of 
like  or  dislike,  but  his  face  was  stolid  as  the  native's 
usually  is. 

"  Did  he  discharge  you  ?    What  is  your  name  ?  " 

"  No,  he  did  not  discharge  me.  I  left  of  my  own 
accord.  My  name  is  Slamat." 

"Is  it  !  "  said  McQueen,  who  had  heard  all  the 
story  from  Sitia.  "  Then  if  he  did  not  discharge  you, 
he  was  the  cause  of  your  going.  You  fled  in  the  night 
without  waiting  for  your  wages,  did  you  not  ?  " 

The  man's  face  darkened.  "  The  tuan  was  foolish 
about  a  woman  named  Che  Thia.  A  bad  girl.  He 
would  not  let  her  be  beaten  when  she  deserved  it,  and 
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he  nearly  killed  her  husband.  But  he  did  not  cause  me 
to  run  away.  It  was  her  father,  who  is  a  pawang.  He 
threatened  to  kill  me  by  magic,  and  he  slew  her  husband, 
Gnadio." 

"  But  you  do  not  like  this  tuan  ?  "  asked  McQueen. 

Slamat,  reading  encouragement  in  McQueen's  face, 
spoke  fiercely.  "  No,  tuan,  I  hate  him.  He  lashed  me 
with  his  tongue  when  I  beat  her  as  she  deserved,  and 
threatened  to  dismiss  me  if  I  did  so  again.  And  after 
that,  I  was  as  nothing  where  she  was  concerned.  And 
he  freed  her  and  let  her  go  to  her  home  and  set  her 
wizard  of  a  father  on  to  me." 

McQueen  thought  a  little  while.  At  last  he  said  : 
"  Do  you  know  the  big  durien  tree  a  mile  down  the 
road  ?  " 

"  Yes,  tuan." 

"  Go  there  now,  then.  You  will  find  me  resting 
under  its  shade.  I  would  speak  to  you  where  others 
cannot  overhear." 

'  Good,  tuan,"  said  Slamat,  and  McQueen  mounted 
and  rode  towards  the  tree. 

Having  reached  the  tree  he  got  off  his  bicycle  and 
threw  himself  down  on  the  ground  in  the  shade  to 
wait  for  Slamat.  It  was  damned  lucky,  quite  provi- 
dential as  his  old  aunt  in  Blairgowrie  would  have 
observed,  that  he  should  run  up  against  a  native  that 
had  a  grudge  against  Darby.  He  meditated  how  he 
could  turn  it  to  account. 

After  he  had  been  deep  in  thought  for  some  twenty 
minutes  or  so,  Slamat  came  along  at  a  leisurely  pace  and 
stood  before  him  in  silence. 

"  You  have  cause  to  hate  the  tuan  Darby,"  said 
McQueen,  looking  up,  "  and  so  have  I.  I  desire 
revenge,  but  my  revenge  must  be  secret.  Have 
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you  ever  thought  of  a  way  to  kill  or  injure  Tuan 
Darby  ?  " 

"  I,  tuan  ?  No.  I  have  been  absent  from  the 
district  a  year,  through  fear  of  that  wizard,  Ahmat  the 
Pawang.  And  I  am  afraid  to  try  open  violence  on 
a  tuan." 

"  Might  come  off  the  worse  for  it,  eh  ?  "  said 
McQueen.  "  Well,  you  know  the  jungle  path  that  runs 
for  six  miles  through  the  jungle,  from  this  road  to 
the  Changkat  Klang  road  ?  " 

"  Yes,  tuan." 

"  If  the  tuan  were  to  stray  from  the  path  into  the 
thick  jungle  there,  would  he,  do  you  think,  regain  the 
path  ?  " 

"  Only  by  chance,  tuan,  unless  he  marked  the  way 
he  had  gone  by  slashing  the  undergrowth  with  a 
parang." 

"  And  if  not,  he  might  wander  there  till  death  over- 
took him  ?  " 

"  True,  tuan,  for  no  one  would  hear  his  cries.  And 
the  sun  would  be  hidden  from  him." 

"  Well,"  said  McQueen,  "  do  you  think  if  you 
could  entice  him  into  the  jungle  there  you  could  leave 
him  and  get  out  yourself  ?  " 

"  I  !  No  ;  I  am  no  jungle  man,  tuan.  But  I  know 
of  a  Sakai,  a  half-breed  Sakai-Malay,  who  could  do  it, 
if  he  were  paid  well.  But  how  could  the  tuan  be 
enticed  there  ?  " 

"  It  could  be  done,  I  think,"  said  McQueen.  "  If 
it  can  be,  I  will  give  you  a  hundred  dollars  and  the 
Sakai  twenty-five.  But  you  must  not  mention  my 
name  to  the  Sakai." 

Slamat's  eyes  glittered  at  the  sum.  "  I  will  be  silent, 
tuan,"  he  said  ;  "  but  can  it  be  done  ?  " 
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"  There  are  two  things,"  said  McQueen,  "  that  will 
attract  men.  Women  and  wealth.  In  this  case  it 
must  be  wealth.  Go  to  Tuan  Darby  and  say  that 
while  cutting  rotan  in  the  jungle  you  have  discovered 
very  rich  signs  of  tin.  That  you  have  no  money  and 
cannot  work  it.  That  you  are  afraid  to  go  to  any  one 
who  is  not  a  tuan,  lest  you  be  cheated  and  lose  it  all. 
That  you  know  him  to  be  a  just  tuan  and  will  treat 
him  fairly.  Say  anything  else  you  like  so  long  as  you 
get  him  to  come  and  look  at  it." 

"  The  plan  is  very  good,  tuan,"  said  Slamat ;  "  and 
when  he  is  there  we  are  to  slip  away  and  leave  him  ?  " 

"  Yes,  and  mind  you  get  him  a  good  mile  or  so  in 
and  lose  him  where  the  jungle  is  thickest.  When  I 
hear  from  other  tuans  that  he  is  missing,  I  will  pay  you 
the  money." 

"  I  must  leave  this  part  of  the  country  at  once," 
said  Slamat,  "  in  case  he  finds  his  way  out  by  chance." 

"  You  won't  get  the  money,  my  friend,  till  I  hear 
from  a  tuan  that  Tuan  Darby  is  missing.  There 
will  be  no  reward  for  half-done  work.  And  now  you 
understand  what  to  do,  do  it  quickly.  There  is  nothing 
to  be  gained  by  waiting,"  and  he  rose  to  go. 

"  There,"  he  thought  as  he  rode  back  home,  "  that 
settles  Darby,  if  it  comes  off.  Laugh  at  me  would  you, 

you  superior,  canting  ?  You'll  laugh  on  the 

wrong  side  of  your  mouth  when  you've  been  a  few 
hours  sweating  alone  in  the  jungle.  Time  for  you  to 
be  afraid  then,  'a  thing  crying  in  the  dark.'  I  bet 
you'll  cry  all  right.  It  only  remains  to  settle  up  with 
old  Ahmat.  Garraway  at  the  best  can  only  worry  him 
a  bit,  and  he  can't  lock  him  up  for  long  anyway.  But 
I  shan't  get  brain  fag  over  him — he's  only  a  small 
tusker  in  this  hunting." 
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He  went  into  his  bungalow  in  a  much  better  humour. 
Mootoosamy  brought  up  his  tea,  but  the  buttered 
toast  that  McQueen  always  liked  for  his  tea  was  cold 
and  the  butter  congealed. 

"  Take  it  away  and  make  fresh,  you  lazy,  careless 
pig,"  he  shouted.  "  Did  you  ever  see  Sitia  bring  it 
like  that  ?  She  is  away  one  afternoon  and  you  cannot 
bring  the  food  properly." 

Mootoosamy  took  it  away,  while  McQueen  poured 
out  his  tea,  cursing  at  Sitia's  absence.  In  the  midst  of 
his  grumbling  the  thought  struck  him,  what  should 
he  do  if  he  were  to  lose  her  ?  She  had  managed  so 
that  everything  ran  smoothly  and  he  never  had  any 
trouble.  He  had  saved  much  money  by  her  manage- 
ment, and  did  she  ever  spare  herself  trouble  where  he 
was  concerned  ?  The  idea  occurred  to  him  for  the 
first  time  that  she  was  too  good  for  him  and  he  felt 
a  stab  of  remorse.  It  did  not  last  long,  however. 
He  soon  pooh-poohed  the  idea. 

"  Too  good  for  me  when  she  has  been  keeping 
this  secret  about  Sappira  up  her  sleeve  all  this  time  ! 
Much  I've  got  to  reproach  myself  with  when  she  can 
do  that,  the  hussy  !  If  she  ever  does  find  out  about 
Sappira,  I'll  round  on  her  with  that.  Fool  me  with  a 
sham  ghost !  I've  got  an  account  to  settle  with  you 
too,  yet,  my  girl." 

So  he  quashed  any  better  feelings  that  may  have 
been  aroused  by  the  cold  buttered  toast  and  settled 
down  that  evening  to  wait  for  Sappira. 


CHAPTER  XXIII 

THE   RED   MIST 

SITIA  rose  early  in  order  to  get  to  the  market 
by  dawn,  as  she  had  promised  McQueen.  She 
left  her  family  sleeping  and  got  to  the  place 
just  as  the  first  streaks  of  dawn  were  lighting  the 
eastern  sky,  and  the  vendors  of  produce  were  beginning 
to  come  in  with  their  wares.  She  stopped  in  front  of  an 
old  Javanese  woman  who  was  spreading  out  some  of 
her  vegetables  for  show. 

"  Tabek,  Che  Thia,"  said  the  woman,  "  you  are 
early  in  the  market.  And  you  are  seldom  here 
either." 

"  Tabek,  Dheelum,"  Sitia  said,  "  I  am  not  often 
here.  My  tuan's  boy  comes  in  when  necessary,  but 
I  stayed  here  the  night.  Are  those  brinjals  freshly 
cut  ?  " 

"  They  were  growing  this  morning  when  I  arose," 
said  Dheelum.  "  I  do  not  sell  yesterday's  fruit  when 
I  come  to  the  market." 

"  Is  there  any  news  ?  "  asked  Sitia,  willing  to  gossip 
a  little  before  she  returned. 

"  Yes.  Three  months  ago  your  father  asked  me, 
as  my  garden  is  by  the  river-bank,  to  let  him  know 
at  once  if  I  saw  the  ship  of  one  Dolah  return.  I  know 
all  the  ships." 

"  Yes  ?  Well,  woman,  have  you  seen  it  ?  "  asked 
Sitia  eagerly. 

"  Wah  !  What  is  it  excites  you  ?  "  asked  Dheelum. 
284 
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"  Yes,  I  saw  it  last  evening  coming  up  the  river.  I 
intended  to  tell  your  father  after  the  market  was  over, 
but  you  can  do  so  now  on  your  way  back." 

"  And  is  it  thus  you  obey  my  father's  instructions  ?  " 
asked  Sitia  sternly.  "  When  my  father  says  at  once, 
he  means  at  once  ;  you  have  slept  on  the  news, 
and  it  would  still  have  been  delayed  if  I  had  not 
chanced  to  come  to  the  market." 

"  Truly,  Che  Thia,  I  did  not  think  it  was  of  such 
importance,"  said  the  woman,  a  little  frightened. 

"  You  were  not  told  to  think,  but  to  act.  My  father 
shall  know  how  you  obey  his  orders,"  and  Sitia  walked 
off.  She  got  into  her  rickshaw  and  hurried  back  to 
the  house.  The  family  were  up  by  now,  and  her  father 
was  just  leaving  the  house  as  she  arrived. 

"  I  have  just  heard  from  Dheelum,  the  market 
gardener's  wife,  that  Dolah  has  returned,"  she  said. 
"  The  old  fool  saw  his  ship  come  up  the  river  last 
evening,  and  would  not  yet  have  reported  it  if  I  had 
not  chanced  to  come  to  the  market.  Get  into  my 
rickshaw  with  me,  father,  and  we  will  visit  his  ship 
before  I  return  to  the  tuan." 

Alimat  got  in,  growling  at  Dheelum's  tardiness,  and 
the  two  went  off  to  the  wharf.  The  street  that  they 
turned  into  ran  along  the  river-bank,  with  the  shops  of 
different  Eastern  nationalities  facing  the  river.  Busi- 
ness for  the  day  had  begun  although  the  sun  had  hardly 
risen,  and  the  place  was  already  noisy  and  crowded. 
At  the  farther  end  of  the  street  the  wharf  ran  out  into 
the  river  and  there  was  Dolah's  ship.  They  got  out 
and  walked  along  the  wharf.  As  they  reached  the 
ship  Dolah  came  out  from  the  cabin  and  stood  upon 
the  deck. 

"  Oh,  Dolah  !  "   called  Ahmat. 
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Dolah  turned,  and  seeing  Ahmal,  looked  rather 
shamefaced 

"  Tabek,  Ahmat,"  he  answered.  "  Come  you  and 
your  daughter  on  board." 

Ahmat  and  Sitia  walked  up  the  plank  that  ran  from 
the  wharf  to  the  ship  and  greeted  Dolah,  who  seemed 
uneasy  and  constrained  in  his  manner. 

"  Has  your  voyage  been  a  prosperous  one  ?  " 
asked  Ahmat. 

"  I  have  done  well,"  said  Dolah.  "  My  profit  has 
been  a  fair  one." 

After  about  fifteen  minutes'  talk  on  every  subject 
but  the  one  for  which  he  had  hurried  down  to  the 
wharf,  Ahmat  at  last  came  to  the  point. 

"  Did  you  sell  Sappira  in  Achin  ?  "   he  asked. 

Dolah  licked  his  dry  lips.  He  was  very  much 
afraid,  too  much  so  to  lie,  having  once  discovered  how 
difficult  it  was  to  lie  to  Ahmat. 

"  No,"  he  said,  looking  out  across  the  river,  rather 
than  face  Ahmat's  eyes  as  he  spoke. 

"  No,"  repeated  Ahmat  fiercely,  and  Sitia  drew  in 
her  breath  sharply. 

Dolah  looked  round  at  them,  half  defiantly.  "  The 
girl  was  very  beautiful,"  he  said.  "  This  boat  is  not 
large  like  the  fire-ships  of  the  Orang  Puteh,  where  one 
may  dwell  a  week  and  yet  not  see  all  the  people  on 
board.  She  was  in  my  company  and  close  to  me  all 
the  way  from  here  to  Achin.  Am  I  a  doting  greybeard 
or  do  you  think  the  blood  in  my  veins  is  water,  that 
I  should  not  desire  her  more  than  the  dollars  she 
would  fetch  in  Achin  ?  " 

"  And  where  is  she  now  ? "  asked  Ahmat,  sup- 
pressing his  anger. 

"  In  a  shark's  belly  for  aught  I  know  or  care,"  said 
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Dolah  sulkily.  "  When  the  ship  was  anchored  off 
Timor  a  few  days  ago,  she  slipped  overboard  in  the 
night.  That  is  all  I  know." 

"  It  is  not  the  end  of  the  story  for  you,  you  faithless 
dog,"  blazed  Ahmat  fiercely.  '  You  swore  to  me  by 
the  Prophet  that  you  would  sell  the  girl  in  Achin,  and 
your  given  word  has  become  as  dust  before  the  wind 
and  you  shall  pay  me  for  it." 

"  Pay  you  !  "  snarled  Dolah.  "  What  did  you  pay 
me  to  do  your  wicked  work  for  you  ?  You  and  that 
witch  beside  you,  who  hate  Sappira  because  she  was 
too  beautiful  a  rival  ?  " 

"  The  payment  would  have  been  yours  had  you 
sold  the  girl  as  you  promised,"  said  Ahmat.  "  Did  you 
owe  me  nothing  before  ?  But  I  go.  You  have  defied 
me  and  cheated  me.  Remember  well,  O  Dolah.  I  am 
Ahmat  the  Pawang.  I  waste  no  more  words  upon  you. 
Come,  Sitia."  And  he  turned  and  left  the  ship, 
followed  by  Sitia. 

His  last  words  filled  Dolah  with  a  greater  fear  than 
any  definite  threat  would  have  done.  When  a  Malay 
impressively  says,  "  Ingat,  baik,  baik  "  (Remember 
well),  it  is  certain  the  speaker  will  never  forget, 
or  rest,  until  he  has  struck  a  blow  at  the  object  of  his 
revenge. 

"  Good  luck  go  with  you,  Sitia,"  said  Ahmat,  when 
they  reached  her  rickshaw  and  she  got  in.  "It  is 
necessary  for  you  to  be  careful  now.  Sappira  came 
ashore  at  Timor  a  few  days  ago,  and  Timor  is  but 
seven  miles  by  road  from  your  tuan's  bungalow.  Send 
some  one  out  to  search  there  and  in  the  kampongs 
along  the  road  for  news  of  her,  and  if  you  hear  of  her 
send  me  word  without  delay." 

"  I  will,  my  father,"  said  Sitia,  in  a  low  voice.    She 
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seemed  so  subdued  that  her  father  looked  at  her 
keenly  and  then  turned  away  without  a  word. 

"  The  end  is  within  sight,"  he  mused,  as  he  walked 
towards  his  house.  "  Allah  cast  his  net  when  Sappira 
first  appeared,  but  he  allowed  us  to  keep  it  open, 
perhaps  amused  by  our  efforts.  Now  is  he  drawing  it 
in.  But  I  swear  by  the  Prophet  that  when  the  blow 
falls  on  Sitia,  neither  the  tuan  McQueen  nor  Sappira 
shall  live." 

Sitia  rode  home  in  her  rickshaw  with  the  air  of  one 
who  has  received  a  stunning  blow,  as,  indeed,  she  had. 
The  effect  was  for  a  little  time  almost  as  if  she  had 
received  one  physically.  Dully  she  repeated  over 
and  over  in  her  mind,  "  Sappira  has  been  close  at 
hand  for  some  days."  After  a  time  she  began  to  recall 
to  herself  the  events  of  the  last  few  days,  and 
McQueen's  unusual  behaviour,  now  affectionate,  now 
angry.  She  remembered  how  strange  he  had  been  to 
her  the  day  after  she  had  returned  from  the  feast  at 
her  mother's  house  ;  how  she  had  laughed  at  him  for 

spilling  all  her  scent  when  he  was  drunk  and 

She  sat  up  suddenly  very  erect,  gripping  the  mud- 
guards of  the  rickshaw  convulsively.  The  scent  ! 
It  was  spilled  all  over  the  bed.  The  pillow-case  was 
gone.  Why  ?  The  tuan  had  said  because,  having 
taken  it  off  when  he  was  drunk  and  not  being  able 
to  get  it  on  again,  he  had  ripped  it  in  half  in  his  anger. 
But  the  tuan  had  not  looked  as  if  he  had  drunk  to 
that  extent  the  night  before,  and  it  had  perplexed  her 
slightly  at  the  time.  Now  she  understood.  The  spilt 
scent,  the  missing  pillow-case,  the  tuan's  alternate 
moods  :  it  was  all  clear.  Sappira  had  been  there. 

If  anything  else  were  needed  to  convince  her, 
there  was  the  fact  that  he  had  tried  to  trap  her  into 
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betraying  her  knowledge  of  Sappira.  Sappira  had  told 
him,  of  course,  how  she  had  been  abducted.  The 
anger  that  boiled  within  her  was  so  great  that  had 
McQueen  been  before  her  at  that  moment  it  is  quite 
probable  that  she  would  have  taxed  him  with  his 
infidelity,  and  followed  up  her  words  with  a  thrust  of 
her  kris. 

She  was  still  a  little  way  from  the  house,  when  with 
a  great  effort  she  controlled  her  anger. 

"  I  will  not  tremble  with  rage  thus,  like  a  mad  one 
about  to  go  amuck,"  she  said,  in  a  low  voice.  "  Have 
I  not  white  blood  in  my  veins  ?  I  will  be  as  the  mems 
and  hide  my  feelings.  If  the  tuan  is  in  the  bungalow 
I  will  say  nothing  of  this  till  midday.  If  I  speak  now 
I  am  lost  and  the  tuan  is  lost,  for  I  would  kill  him  if 
I  could." 

The  rickshaw  at  length  ran  into  the  garden  under- 
neath the  bungalow.  Mootoosamy  came  from  the 
dining-room  with  a  tray  of  crockery. 

"  Is  the  tuan  in,  Mootoo  ?  "  asked  Sitia. 

Mootoosamy  set  the  tray  down  on  a  table  before 
replying  and  then  turned  to  Sitia.  He  looked  a  forlorn 
and  pitiable  object.  One  eye  was  so  swollen  as  to  be 
quite  closed,  and  there  was  blood  on  a  rag  he  had  tied 
round  his  head. 

"  The  tuan  has  gone  to  his  work,"  he  said.  Then 
he  threw  himself  flat  on  his  face  at  Sitia's  feet  and 
wailed  aloud. 

Sitia  stared  at  him  in  astonishment  for  a  moment. 
Then  she  said  sharply  :  "  Stop  that  woman's  crying, 
Mootoo.  At  once,  now.  Sit  up  and  tell  me  what  is 
wrong.  Are  you  a  man  or  a  lizard  that  you  should 
grovel  on  your  belly  in  the  dust  ?  " 

The  sharp  tone  checked  Mootoosamy's  lamentations 
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and  he  sat  up  cross-legged  and  lifted  his  woebegone 
face  up  to  meet  Sitia's  eyes. 

"  A  man  !  I  shall  not  be  one  long  if  I  continue  to 
serve  a  mad  tuan.  The  gods  be  my  witness,  I  love 
the  very  shadow  of  your  body  and  bask  in  the  sun- 
shine of  your  presence  and  would  not  willingly  leave 
your  service,  but  if  the  tuan's  madness  grows  worse 
I  shall  be  dead  or  a  cripple,"  and  he  rocked  his  body 
to  and  fro  and  proceeded  to  give  a  long-drawn  howl. 

"  Be  silent,"  said  Sitia  sternly.  "  Tell  me  at  once 
what  has  happened.  If  you  do  not  stop  howling  like 
a  dog  I  will  send  for  the  rotan,  as  I  did  once  before." 

This  threat  effectually  stopped  Mootoosamy's 
lamentations.  He  was  working  himself  up  into 
hysteria  as  Sitia  could  see  ;  and  if  not  stopped  at 
once  would  soon  have  been  out  of  hand.  He  sniffed 
once  or  twice. 

"  The  tuan  locked  me  in  my  room  again  at  eight 
o'clock.  All  night  had  I  no  lamp.  And  ghosts  came 
around  me  all  night.  Truly  they  did.  It  was  too 
dark  for  me  to  see  them,  but  I  could  hear  them. 
And  they  spoke — bad  talk.  Especially  the  ghost  of 
a  man  whom  I  had  cheated  of  two  annas  five  years  ago. 
He  died  just  after  I  had  got  his  two  annas.  And  last 
night  he  wanted  it  back.  He  would  not  have  dared 
to  come  if  I  had  had  a  light.  Why  should  he  want 
two  annas  if  he  is  dead  ?  "  whimpered  Mootoosamy 
in  a  most  aggrieved  tone. 

"  That  is  a  matter  for  you  to  settle  with  him,"  said 
Sitia.  "  Why  did  the  tuan  lock  you  up  and  how  came 
you  by  those  bruises  ?  " 

Mootoosamy  tried  a  howl  in  a  minor  key  as  a  pre- 
liminary to  his  recital  of  his  further  troubles,  but  being 
sternly  checked,  went  on  : 
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"  Why  did  he  lock  me  up  ?  Truly  I  think  it  was 
that  I  should  not  see  who  was  with  him.  But  if  I 
could  not  see,  I  could  hear." 

"  What  did  you  hear  ?  "  asked  Sitia.  No  one  could 
have  told  from  the  cold,  set  expression  on  her  face 
that  her  heart  almost  stopped  beating  as  she  asked 
the  question. 

"  A  laugh,"  said  Mootoosamy.  "  A  woman's 
laugh.  Twice  did  I  hear  it." 

Sitia  leant  against  one  of  the  supports  of  the  house 
for  a  moment  and  drew  a  deep  breath.  Then  she 
turned  and  bent  over  Mootoosamy,  staring  fiercely 
into  his  eyes.  "  Is  that  the  truth  ?  "  she  demanded. 
"  Or  do  you  say  that  it  was  a  woman's  laugh  because 
your  heart  is  hot  against  the  tuan  ?  Do  not  think 
you  can  lie  to  me,  Mootoosamy." 

"  I  do  not  lie  to  you,"  said  Mootoosamy,  staring 
back  into  her  eyes,  fascinated  and  trembling.  "  I 
could  not  if  I  would,  and  you  can  see  that  I  am  telling 
true  talk." 

Sitia  straightened  herself.  "  Go  on  with  your  tale," 
she  said  wearily. 

"  When  the  tuan  let  me  out  this  morning  and  told 
me  to  get  his  tea,  I  begged  him  not  to  lock  me  up 
again  without  a  light  when  you  were  away.  I  said 
I  would  not  leave  my  room  or  look  to  see  whom  he 
had  with  him  upstairs.  Then  he  fell  into  a  very  great 
rage  and  beat  me  as  you  see,  saying  that  there  had 
been  no  one  with  him  and  that  I  was  a  lying  dog." 

"  You  fool  to  have  said  that ! "  said  Sitia  contemp- 
tuously. "  Have  you  been  so  long  with  the  tuan 
and  yet  do  not  know  him  well  enough  to  be  sure  that 
he  would  beat  you  if  you  spoke  of  what  he  would  have 
kept  secret  ?  " 
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"  Wah  !  "  exclaimed  Mootoosamy,  opening  his 
eyes  wide  in  surprise.  "  But  are  not  you  angry  with 
the  tuan  when  I  tell  you  there  was  a  woman  with  him 
last  night  ?  " 

"  What  is  it  to  you,  you  earthworm,  what  I  am  ?  " 
said  Sitia  fiercely.  "  Think  you  I  would  show  you 
what  I  am  or  what  I  am  not  ?  Get  up  and  go  about 
your  work." 

Mootoosamy  rose  and  went  grumbling  into  the 
kitchen,  and  Sitia  went  up  the  stairs  into  McQueen's 
room.  She  stood  looking  round  the  room.  Mootoosamy 
had  not  been  in  and  it  was  just  as  McQueen  had  left  it. 
Nothing  out  of  the  ordinary  was  to  be  seen,  and 
feeling  suddenly  weak  from  repressed  emotions,  she  sat 
down  heavily  in  a  chair.  Her  thoughts  wandered  back 
to  Mootoosamy 's  words,  "  A  woman's  laugh."  Could 
he  have  been  mistaken  ?  But  he  had  heard  it  twice. 
Some  tobacco  ash  on  the  floor  by  the  head  of  the  bed 
caught  her  eye  and  she  looked  at  it  idly  for  a  minute. 
Suddenly  she  noticed  it  was  cigarette  ash  and  she  sat  up 
stiffly.  McQueen  never  smoked  cigarettes.  She  had 
never  seen  him  smoke  one.  She  got  up  to  go  over 
and  examine  it  more  closely,  and  as  she  did  so  she 
brushed  aside  with  her  foot  a  sheet  of  newspaper. 
She  stooped  to  pick  it  up  and  there  underneath  it  was 
an  empty  "  Cycle "  cigarette  packet ;  the  cheap 
cigarettes  that  natives  smoke. 

No  need  to  examine  further  the  ash  on  the  floor. 
No  need  to  cast  round  for  any  lingering  scent  of 
cocoanut  oil.  It  was  all  clear  as  noonday  now.  Sappira 
had  been  there  the  night  before.  Yes,  and  the  other 
night  also,  when  she  had  been  absent. 

Sitia  sat  down  on  the  edge  of  the  bed  and  buried 
her  face  in  her  hands. 
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She  rocked  herself  to  and  fro  for  some  minutes.  Her 
jealous  anger  almost  carried  her  away.  Almost, 
but  not  quite.  Through  it  all  she  still  tried  to  keep 
it  in  check,  and  not  allow  it  to  madden  her  completely. 

After  a  little  while  she  looked  up  and  stared  at  the 
wall  in  front  of  her.  "  I  will  not  go  amuck.  I  will  not 
go  amuck,"  she  repeated  several  times.  "  I  have 
white  blood  in  my  veins.  No  mem  would  go  amuck. 
What  shall  I  do  ?  Oh,  blood  in  my  head,  stop 
racing  !  " 

She  strove  hard  to  make  her  mind  a  blank,  but 
though  she  could  not  succeed  in  this  she  grew  calm 
again,  and  the  red  mist  that  had  threatened  to  cloud 
her  vision  cleared  away.  Some  people  may  think  that 
"  to  see  red  "  is  a  mere  phrase  to  describe  ungovern- 
able rage.  It  is,  indeed,  a  very  real  fact  in  many  cases. 

"  Now  I  can  think  calmly,"  she  said  aloud,  and  then 
relapsed  again  into  silence. 

"  Does  the  tuan  love  this  woman,  or  is  he  just 
attracted  by  the  beauty  of  this  fresh  face  and  want 
a  change  ?  No  man  is  constant  always.  There  comes 
a  time  when  he  sees  another  face  and  hankers  after 
it  and  will  have  it,  though  he  may  forget  it  after  he 
has  obtained  his  desire.  For  the  attraction  and  the 
excitement  is  over  in  the  seeking  and  not  in  possession. 
And  it  must  be  so  with  my  tuan.  He  cannot  really 
cease  to  love  me.  He  has  loved  me  too  deeply,  too 
strongly  for  that.  It  is  a  new  toy  he  desires.  He  has 
got  it,  and  having  got  it,  he  will  let  it  go." 

She  bent  her  head  and  pressed  her  hands  against 
her  eyes  till  they  ached.  Then  she  rose  and  stood 
looking  out  of  the  window  across  the  wide  river  to 
the  jungle  beyond,  with  a  longing,  wistful  look  in  her 
beautiful  eyes.  Then  turning  to  the  photograph  of 
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McQueen  on  a  table  in  the  room,  she  opened  out  her 
arms  as  if  she  would  embrace  him. 

"  Oh,  tuan,  my  tuan  !  Whatever  you  may  do,  or 
have  done,  Sitia  will  forgive  you  and  love  you  as  long 
as  you  still  keep  in  your  heart  your  love  for  her. 
Let  me  know  that  in  spite  of  all,  I,  Sitia,  am  your  love, 
your  real  love  and  not  a  toy  of  the  hour,  and  all  shall 
be  forgiven  and  my  love  shall  be  about  you  and  with 
you." 

She  turned  away,  comforted  with  the  thought. 

"  I  must  speak  to  him  of  this,"  she  thought.  "  But 
gently,  very  gently.  I  will  show  him  that  I,  a 
woman  of  the  Malay  people,  can  conquer  my  jealous 
anger." 

She  went  out  and  down  the  stairs  to  the  kitchen. 
As  she  reached  the  bottom  step  she  paused,  looking 
before  her  vacantly,  a  sad  little  smile  playing  round 
her  lips. 

"  And  I  once  told  my  mother  that  forgiveness  of 
sins,  the  teaching  of  the  Christians,  was  folly  !  "  she 
thought. 

She  went  into  the  kitchen  where  Mootoosamy, 
looking  very  sulky  and  particularly  hideous  with  his 
swollen  face,  was  still  washing  dishes.  Now  that  her 
mind  was  calmer  and  less  concentrated  on  her  own 
trouble  she  felt  pity  for  the  poor  abused  wretch.  She 
went  to  her  room  and  tore  a  strip  from  an  old  singlet. 
Then  going  back  to  the  kitchen  for  some  hot  water  she 
made  a  bread  poultice. 

"  Come  here,  Mootoo,"  she  said. 

Mootoosamy  left  his  dishes  and  came  over  to  her. 

"  Stand  still  now  while  I  put  this  on  your  eye.  It 
is  hot,  but  not  too  hot  for  you  to  bear,  and  it  will  lessen 
your  pain." 
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"  OW  !  "  yelled  Mootoosamy,  giving  a  jump  that 
nearly  caused  Sitia  to  drop  both  poultice  and  bandage. 

"  Stand  still,  woman  !  Little  girl !  Baby  in  man's 
shape  !  How  can  I  tie  it  if  you  leap  like  a  wounded 
deer  ?  " 

"  But  it  burns,"  howled  Mootoosamy,  wriggling 
now.  "  Is  this  to  cure  me  ?  Truly  I  would  rather  be 
sick." 

Sitia  laughed,  and  seeing  that  the  hot  poultice  was 
now  bearable,  tied  the  bandage  tight  behind  his  head. 

"  It  is  done,"  she  said.  "  The  swelling  will  go  down 
now  quickly  and  you  will  soon  be  able  to  use  your  eye. 
Mootoo,  I  am  sorry  for  you,  but  you  must  learn  to 
guard  your  tongue  in  speaking  to  the  tuan  when  he 
is  wrathful." 

"  I  am  your  dog,  your  slave,"  whimpered  Mootoo- 
samy, touched  by  Sitia's  kindness.  "  I  would  that 
I  had  you  to  serve  and  no  other.  If  you  were  not  here 
I  would  have  left  the  tuan's  service  long  ago.  But  as 
long  as  you  are  here  I  will  endure  many  beatings 
from  the  tuan.  I  know  that  I  am  in  your  power  and 
that  I  cannot  run  away  while  you  wish  me  to  stay  ; 
but  the  gods  be  my  witness  that  I  would  not  if  I  could." 

"  I  know,  Mootoosamy,  I  know.  You  are  a  good 
boy  and  I  am  pleased  with  you,"  and  Sitia  went 
about  her  work,  leaving  Mootoosamy  happy  and 
comforted  by  her  praise. 

She  cooked  as  tempting  a  tiffin  for  McQueen  as  she 
knew  how.  But  the  hour  for  his  return  went  by  and 
he  did  not  come.  The  delay  made  Sitia  uneasy.  She 
wanted  the  interview  over  and  done  with,  and  the 
suspense  told  upon  her  nerves  ;  but  the  afternoon 
passed  and  still  he  did  not  come. 


CHAPTER  XXIV 

LOVE  AND    HATE 

MCQUEEN  had  been  sent  by  Douglas  to  a 
planter  near  Timor  on  business,  had  had 
tiffin  with  "him,  and  on  his  return,  throwing 
all  caution  to  the  winds,  he  had  called  Sappira  from 
her  hut.  The  two  then  strolled  down  by  the  edge  of 
the  jungle  which  had  been  beaten  on  Sunday  for  pig, 
and  entering  the  rentis  where  McQueen  had  killed  the 
boar  that  day,  spent  the  afternoon  in  the  shade  of  the 
big  trees. 

He  felt  it  was  almost  as  good  sport  as  pig-shooting 
to  carry  on  his  intrigue  with  Sappira  as  openly  as  this. 
It  would  probably  lead  to  interference,  but  damn  it, 
whoever  tried  it  should  find  out  he  was  not  to  be 
interfered  with.  He  would  stand  all  this  meddling 
no  longer,  not  he.  Also,  Sappira  knew  how  to  excite 
and  tantalise  him,  so  that  though  he  almost  definitely 
disliked  her,  he  was  not  as  yet  tired  of  her. 

"It  is  getting  late,"  said  Sappira  ;  "  your  loving 
wife  will  be  anxious  on  your  account.  Perhaps  she 
will  be  angry  and  scold  you,"  she  added,  smiling 
mockingly. 

McQueen  sat  up.  "  Let  her,"  he  growled.  "  If  I 
have  any  bad  talk  from  her  I'll  tell  her  I  have  been 
with  a  woman  as  beautiful  as  she  is.  I  don't  care  if 
she  does  know.  I'm  sick  of  acting  as  if  I  was  afraid 
of  her." 

"  But  I  care  1  "  said  Sappira,  alarmed.  "  Tuan, 
296 
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I  will  no  more  come  to  your  house  while  she  lives  in  it. 
I  am  afraid  of  her.  And  so  were  you  once.  She  made 
you  so,"  and  she  laughed  maliciously  as  she  watched 
the  grin  of  rage  that  came  on  his  face,  her  spite  again 
getting  the  better  of  her  fears. 

"  I  will  see  who  rules  my  house,  she  or  I,"  he  said 
to  himself  as  he  rose.  "  Love  !  Love  for  me  !  And 
these  three  months  she  has  been  laughing  in  her  sleeve 
at  me  !  "  and  he  stalked  along  so  quickly  in  his  anger 
that  Sappira  had  to  run  and  catch  him  by  the  arm  to 
make  him  slacken  his  pace. 

"  Well,  slamat  tinggal,  Sappira.  Will  you  come  to 
the  bungalow  to-night  ?  "  he  asked,  grinning. 

"  What,  and  meet  Sitia  there  ?  Sooner  would  I  face 
a  tigress." 

'  Yes,  I  think  you  would,"  said  McQueen.  "  Even 
I  might  not  be  able  to  prevent  murder,"  and  he  got  on 
his  bicycle  and  rode  home. 

It  was  late  when  he  arrived,  nearly  half-past  four. 
Sitia  brought  up  the  tea-things  in  response  to  his 
shout  and  poured  his  tea  out  for  him. 

McQueen  sat  back  in  his  chair,  glancing  sideways 
at  her  under  his  eyebrows.  She  had  not  spoken  a 
word  of  welcome,  merely  performing  her  task  with  a 
perfectly  calm  face.  McQueen  noted  this  with  satis- 
faction. He  had  come  back  thoroughly  worked  up  to 
quarrel  with  her  on  the  slightest  pretext,  and  it  seemed 
she  was  ready  to  meet  him  half-way. 

"  Mootoosamy's  told  her  there  was  a  woman  here 
last  night,"  he  thought,  "  and  she's  sulking.  Let  her. 
I'll  give  her  sulks  if  she  gives  tongue.  Why  didn't  you 
have  tea  ready  for  me  ?  "  he  asked  aloud. 

"  The  tuan  is  very  late,"  said  Sitia.  "  I  thought 
the  tuan  would  have  tea  where  he  had  his  tiffin." 
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McQueen  grunted  and  fell  savagely  upon  his  tea. 
He  knew  from  Sitia's  silence  that  trouble  was  brewing 
and  he  was  working  himself  up  to  meet  it  and  to  make 
it  greater.  He  went  over  in  his  mind  the  fancied 
wrongs  that  Sitia  had  done  him,  and  when  he  thought 
of  the  "  ghost  "  scene,  which  he  imputed  by  this  time 
almost  entirely  to  her,  he  literally  tore  at  his  toast 
instead  of  biting  it.  Sitia  in  the  meantime  was  sitting 
cross-legged  on  the  ottoman  watching  him. 

At  length  McQueen  finished  his  tea,  and  looking  up, 
stared  at  her. 

"  Why  don't  you  speak  ?  "  he  asked.  "  What  sort 
of  welcome  is  this  manner  of  sitting  as  if  stricken 
dumb  when  I  come  in  ?  " 

"  Does  the  tuan,  indeed,  desire  my  welcome  ?  " 
asked  Sitia,  in  a  low  sad  tone.  "  Would  he  feel  happy 
if  I  arose  and  put  my  arms  around  his  neck  and  kissed 
him  ?  Does  the  tuan  wish  for  it  ?  Only  say  so,  tuan, 
or  show  you  wish  it,  and  Sitia  will  take  your  head  to 
her  breast  and  give  you  comfort  for  those  thoughts 
that  are  troubling  your  mind  even  now." 

"  What  do  you  know  of  the  thoughts  that  are  in  my 
mind  ?  "  asked  McQueen.  "  By  God,  my  lady,"  he 
went  on  in  English  to  himself,  "  you  wouldn't  talk 
about  comforting  me  if  you  knew  what  I  was  think- 
ing." 

"  Is  not  the  tuan  thinking  that  he  has  wronged  me, 
and  that  I  know  it  and  is  uneasy,  thinking  that  I 
shall  upbraid  him  ?  Do  not  fear  that  I  shall  make 
trouble." 

"  Wronged  you  !  I  !  "  snarled  McQueen.  "  The 
shoe  is  on  the  other  foot,  I'm  thinking." 

Sitia  looked  at  him  puzzled  for  a  moment.  "  Is  not 
the  tuan  thinking  of  the  woman  he  had  here  last  night 
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and  three  nights  ago  also  ;  and  is  not  he  troubled 
lest  I  should  know  it  ?  " 

It  was  McQueen's  turn  to  be  puzzled  now.  He  had 
thought  that  Sitia's  silence  meant  that  she  suspected 
a  woman  had  been  in  the  house  in  her  absence,  and 
he  had  expected  a  furious  outburst  of  jealousy,  which 
he  would  have  met  in  turn  with  furious  accusations. 
But  condonement  or  forgiveness  absolutely  took  him 
aback. 

"  Mootoosamy  has  been  lying  to  you,  I  suppose,"  he 
muttered. 

"  I  did  not  need  Mootoosamy  to  tell  me,  tuan.  The 
cigarette  ash  on  the  floor  ;  this  "  (and  she  held  out  the 
empty  "  Cycle  "  cigarette  packet)  ;  "  the  scent  poured 
over  the  bed.  These,  tuan,  told  me  all  I  needed  to 
know.  Oh,  tuan  !  does  a  stranger's  face  really  give 
you  the  pleasure  that  my  love  for  you  could  give  ?  " 

McQueen  sprang  to  his  feet,  kicking  his  chair  back 
with  a  crash.  The  interference  had  come,  and  more 
infuriating  because  more  baffling  than  he  had  ex- 
pected. "  So  you  have  been  spying  on  me,  have  you, 
you  jungle  cat.  Well,  then,  know  that  it  is  true. 
Sappira  has  been  here  these  two  nights.  I  have  come 
even  now  straight  from  her  arms.  Sappira !  Do  you 
hear  me  ?  She  whom  you  enticed  on  board  a  ship  and 
would  have  sold  as  a  slave  in  Achin.  Sappira  !  Whose 
ghost  you  pretended  to  be  when  you,  you  who  pretend 
to  love  me,  frightened  me  that  night  into  a  crying 
child,  and  you,  you,  you  have  been  laughing  at  me 
ever  since  !  " 

He  stood  above  her  shaking  in  his  rage  and  scarcely 
able  to  keep  his  hands  off  her. 

Sitia  slipped  off  the  ottoman  and  stood  erect,  facing 
him  fearlessly,  but  pleadingly. 
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"  Tuan,  my  tuan,  do  not  be  so  wroth  with  me. 
I  know  it  is  Sappira  who  has  been  here.  Have  I 
reproached  you  as  another  girl  of  my  people  would  ? 
I  did  remove  Sappira  from  your  path.  Oh,  tuan,"  she 
said,  laying  her  hand  on  his  shoulder  and  looking  up 
wistfully  into  his  face,  "ask  yourself,  would  you  be 
happier  with  this  evil  woman  than  with  Sitia  ?  " 

For  one  second  he  wavered.  Was  it  not  true  ?  He 
would  not  care  to  have  Sappira  in  his  bungalow  for 
even  a  little  time.  But  then  the  rage  that  had  been 
eating  into  him  all  these  weeks  swept  back  on  him 
as  he  told  himself  that  the  cause  of  it  stood  before 
him. 

He  seized  her  hand  and  threw  it  from  him.  "  Yes, 
I  would.  At  least  I  should  know  that  she  has  not 
deceived  me  as  you  have  done." 

Sitia  stepped  back,  her  face  hardening  at  the  accusa- 
tion. "  Deceived  you  !  I  !  What  reason  can  the  tuan 
have  for  saying  such  a  thing  to  me?" 

"  Did  you  or  did  you  not  play  the  part  of  Sappira's 
ghost  after  you  had  abducted  her  that  night  ?  " 
thundered  McQueen. 

"  Sappira's  ghost !  "  said  Sitia  slowly,  wondering 
whether  McQueen  had  gone  mad.  "  Truly  I  do  not 
know  of  what  the  tuan  is  thinking.  After  I  had  taken 
Sappira  on  board  the  ship,  I  went  to  my  father's  house 
without  turning  from  the  path." 

"  Then  your  father,  knowing  I  was  going  to  her 
house,  acted  the  part  of  her  ghost.  You  are  guilty  as 
he,  for  you  knew  of  it  all  the  tune  yet  never  told  me. 
Laughing  at  me  day  after  day  and  night  after  night 
and  pretending  to  love  me  !  " 

The  red  mist  of  anger  floated  before  her  eyes,  but 
with  a  great  effort  she  conquered  her  rising  passion. 
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"  Pretending  !  "  she  said.  "  Does  the  tuan  think 
my  love  is  a  sham  ?  If  my  father  did  what  you  say 
he  has  done,  he  kept  it  to  himself.  I  never  heard  of 
it  till  now.  So  the  tuan  was  visiting  Sappira  even 
then.  Was  I  then  wrong  in  fearing  her  influence  ?  " 

She  laid  her  face  in  her  hands  for  a  moment,  but 
McQueen  was  in  no  way  softened.  His  love  for  her 
was  fast  turning  to  hate,  and  that  for  no  specific 
reason  that  he  could  give,  for  now  he  did  not  really 
continue  to  believe  that  she  had  tricked  him  into  terror 
and  enjoyed  it. 

But  she  had  come  in  his  way ;  and  with  this  he  felt 
the  hatred  that  comes  of  inequality,  even  as  he  had 
wished  to  kill  Darby  for  keeping  his  temper  when  he 
had  become  like  a  mad  bull.  He  instinctively  felt  she 
had  in  her  something  that  was  higher  and  better  than 
he  had  or  ever  would  have,  and  that  in  itself  intensified 
his  hate. 

'  You  lie,"  he  said.  "Do  you  think  I  believe  that 
your  father  would  not  have  told  you,  laughing  the 
while  at  my  fears  ?  A  pleasant  scene  truly,  the 
loving  Sitia  and  Ahmat  laughing  over  the  tuan's  dis- 
comfiture. But  putting  that  on  one  side,  how  dared 
you  remove  Sappira  and  interfere  with  me  ?  " 

Sitia  looked  away  over  to  the  jungle.  "  Allah  help 
thy  daughter  to  be  calm,"  she  said  under  her  breath. 
"  He  is  but  an  angry  child.  Tuan,"  she  said  aloud, 
turning  to  McQueen,  "  let  us  forget  Sappira  now  and 
talk  of  our  two  selves.  Have  we  not  lived  together 
in  perfect  love  ?  Before  this  vile  woman  appeared 
was  not  all  happiness  when  we  were  together,  and  the 
times  that  we  were  parted  by  your  work  sweetened 
by  the  thought  of  meeting  ?  Do  not  I  love  you 
more  than  anything  in  this  world  or  the  next  ?  Oh, 
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tuan  !    Did  you  not  and  do  you  not  love  your  Sitia  ?  " 
And  she  held  out  her  arms  to  him  pleadingly. 

He  looked  at  her  as  though  he  hardly  saw  her.  How 
dared  she  claim  him  like  this,  as  though  she  were  his 
wife  ?  though,  indeed,  he  would  let  no  wife  have  such 
a  hold  on  him  J  What  was  she  after  all  but  a  drag  on 
him,  a  hindrance  to  his  pleasures  ?  Was  he  to  give  up 
his  freedom  and  never  again  do  as  he  liked,  without 
having  a  scene  like  this  ?  He'd  show  her  he  would 
not  stand  it. 

"  Love  you  !  "  he  snarled,  coming  a  step  nearer 
and  bending  down  his  face  to  hers.  "  Love  you  !  You 
and  your  virtuous  airs  and  your  high  talk  of  this 
'  vile  woman  '  !  What  are  you  ?  Are  you  my  wife  ? 
and  do  your  own  people  think  so  ?  Would  they  come 
for  your  body  if  you  were  to  drop  down  dead  there 
now,  as  I  wish  you  would  ?  " 

Sitia  stiffened.  She  tried  to  swallow  and  choked. 
She  felt  her  love  slipping  away  into  fierce  hate,  but 
with  a  great  struggle  she  forced  it  back  for  a  final 
effort. 

"  Stop,  tuan,  stop,"  she  panted.  "  Do  not  say 
things  that  cannot  be  recalled.  Say  that  you  have 
a  little  love  left  in  your  heart  for  me.  But  a  grain, 
that  I  may  nurse  it  back  into  a  flower,  and  all  shall  be 
forgotten  and  forgiven." 

"  Forgiven  !  "  roared  McQueen,  the  word  acting 
like  a  match  to  gunpowder.  "  You  forgive  me,  you 
Malay  witch  !  A  grain  of  love  for  you  !  I  hate  you 
and  you  can  go  back  to  your  wizard  of  a  father  hot- 
foot," and  catching  her  by  the  throat,  he  shook  her 
furiously. 

Sitia's  self-control  was  snapped  asunder.  Hate  like 
a  fierce  fire  seemed  to  consume  her,  and  she  saw  as 
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through  a  blood-red  mist.  As  McQueen's  grip  on  her 
throat  drew  her  towards  him  for  a  final  shake,  her 
fingers  closed  on  the  handle  of  her  kris,  hidden  as 
always  in  the  fold  of  her  sarong,  and  her  hand  shot  up 
from  her  waist  and  buried  the  blade  up  to  the  hilt  in 
his  heart. 

McQueen  leaped  into  the  air,  and  half  turning,  fell 
on  his  face  on  the  floor. 


CHAPTER  XXV 
ALLAH   CLOSES   HIS    HAND 

SLAMAT  had  had  no  difficulty  in  persuading 
Darby  of  the  possibilities  of  a  lode  of  tin  to 
be  discovered  in  the  jungle.  Finds  such  as 
this  were  constantly  being  discovered  by  Chinese 
prospectors.  He  had  no  reason  to  suspect  any  malicious 
intention  on  the  part  of  Slamat,  knowing  as  he  did  that 
the  man  had  fled  from  Rambutan  more  than  a  year 
ago,  from  fear  of  Ahmat  and  not  of  himself. 

Thus  Slamat  and  his  Sakai  friend  had  been  able 
to  carry  out  the  plan  made  by  McQueen.  As  they 
were  slashing  their  way  with  parangs  through  a  par- 
ticularly dense  part  of  the  jungle  the  two  natives 
suddenly  disappeared,  a  single  step  to  one  side  being 
sufficient  to  hide  them  from  sight. 

When  Darby  realised  he  had  been  intentionally 
deserted,  his  heart  sank  within  him  as  he  felt  the 
hopelessness  of  his  situation.  He  sat  down,  and  resting 
his  chin  on  his  hand,  tried  to  think  it  over  calmly. 
He  had  his  rifle  and  a  parang.  This  last  weapon,  he 
remembered  now,  Slamat  had  tried  to  dissuade  him 
from  taking,  saying  it  was  too  heavy  for  him  and 
there  was  no  need  as  both  he  and  the  Sakai  carried 
them.  But  he  had  silenced  the  man,  saying  that  he 
would  never  enter  jungle  without  a  parang  to  slash 
away  impeding  undergrowth. 

There  was,  however,  a  very  slight  trail  to  follow  back. 
His  guides  had  avoided  as  much  as  possible  the  most 
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closely  grown  tangle  of  bush,  which  they  would  have 
had  to  cut  through  and  leave  a  broad  trail.  But  even 
so,  their  parangs  and  his  had  to  be  used  from  time  to 
time,  and  with  great  care  he  might  perhaps  follow 
up  the  blazed  trail.  And  for  three  hours  he  had  been 
following  it  as  best  he  could,  but  very  slowly  ;  search- 
ing for  slashed-through  stems,  or  creepers  cut  through, 
taking  note  of  the  direction  of  every  sunbeam  that 
found  its  way  through  the  hushed  gloom  of  those  awe- 
some dark  green  walls ;  now  and  again  losing  all  trace, 
and  after  casting  round  in  circles  finding  it  again. 

The  creepers,  with  myriads  of  tiny  hooked  razor- 
sharp  thorns,  ripped  the  cloth  in  shreds  from  his 
clothes.  Roots,  invisible  in  the  rank  undergrowth, 
seemed  purposely  to  push  themselves  in  the  way  of 
his  stumbling,  aching  feet.  When  he  threw  out  his 
hand  to  save  himself  from  a  fall,  he  would  catch  the 
spiny  bark  of  the  nibong  palm  in  his  hand  and  drive 
the  long  sharp  thorns  home,  scarcely  having  strength 
in  his  exhausted  state  to  withdraw  himself  quickly. 

And  the  heavy  damp  heat,  like  that  of  a  powerfully 
heated  greenhouse,  bathed  him  in  perspiration  and 
drew  the  strength  from  his  bones  ;  while  his  nostrils 
were  filled  with  the  odour  of  dead  and  decaying 
vegetation.  Once  he  was  on  the  point  of  throwing 
away  his  rifle  to  lessen  his  burden.  He  was  off  the 
trail,  and  casting  round  in  a  circle  to  find  it  again. 
He  stopped  and  unslung  his  rifle  from  his  shoulders. 
Just  as  he  was  on  the  point  of  dropping  it  he  caught 
sight  of  something  about  sixty  feet  in  front  that 
made  him  pause.  It  looked  in  the  gloom  like  a  great 

thick  brown  creeper,  and  yet He  looked  again 

and  saw  the  creature's  head  distinctly. 

It  was  a  giant  python,  waiting  for  a  beast  to  stray 
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across  its  path,  its  tail  coiled  round  a  young  palm  to 
give  it  a  purchase  for  crushing  its  victim. 

Darby  went  down  on  one  knee,  rested  his  rifle  on 
a  great  root  and  aimed  for  the  head.  It  was  a  small 
mark  in  that  uncertain  light  and  he  had  a  heavy  rifle. 
He  took  a  very  careful  sight  and  at  length  pressed  the 
trigger. 

There  was  a  most  awful  convulsion  and  thrashing 
amongst  the  undergrowth,  as  if  a  gigantic  whip  lash 
were  being  whirled  about.  When  at  length  it  died 
down,  he  stepped  forward  to  examine  and  found  he 
had  blown  the  head  off  a  python  that  looked  to  be 
nearly  thirty  feet  in  length.  After  that  he  decided  to 
stick  to  his  rifle  as  long  as  he  had  the  strength  to  carry  it. 

He  discovered  with  great  difficulty  the  marks  of 
the  parangs  on  the  creepers  and  staggered  on,  half 
blind  with  the  sweat  in  his  eyes,  careless  of  the  leeches 
that  had  worked  their  way  into  his  legs,  intent  only 
on  getting  as  far  back  as  possible  in  the  right  direction 
before  the  light  failed.  When  that  happened  he  must 
climb  into  a  tree  for  the  night,  and  the  thought  of  that 
spurred  him  on  to  fresh  efforts. 

At  length,  just  as  he  was  deciding  it  was  too  dark 
to  search  out  the  tracks  any  longer,  he  groped  his  way 
round  a  thick  clump  of  bamboo,  too  played  out  to  do 
anything  but  look  round  for  a  suitable  tree  in  which 

to  pass  the  night.  And  then The  jungle  seemed 

to  open  before  him  and  he  literally  fell  out  of  it,  and 
lay  stretched  upon  his  face  on  the  path  that  ran 
through  the  forest  and  connected  the  two  roads.  He  had 
scarcely  time  to  realise  that  he  had  stumbled  on  what 
he  had  been  so  desperately  seeking  all  these  hours. 
It  was  the  last  effort  of  a  dogged  will ;  and  he  lay  in 
a  dead  faint- 
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As  consciousness  slowly  returned  to  him,  he  was 
dimly  aware  of  a  cool  breeze  fanning  his  brow,  which 
was  wet  with  water,  not  perspiration.  It  was  delicious  ; 
and  he  lay  still,  every  nerve  relaxed,  half  consciously 
enjoying  it,  not  remembering  what  had  happened  or 
knowing  where  he  was.  After  a  time  his  power  of 
thought  slowly  returned,  and  he  vaguely  wondered 
why  his  face  was  wet  and  what  caused  the  breeze. 

He  opened  his  eyes  and  looked  in  front  of  him, 
but  saw  only  the  deep  gloom  of  the  jungle  all  round, 
and  a  little  patch  of  the  evening  sky  above  the  narrow 
path.  The  sight  of  the  trees  brought  back  to  him  at 
once  the  fearful  ordeal  he  had  been  through,  and  he 
gave  a  groan  and  turned  his  head.  Then  he  realised 
it  was  pillowed  on  some  one's  thigh.  This  startled  him 
into  full  consciousness  and  he  sat  up  quickly  and 
looked  round. 

There  behind  him  was  Sitia,  seated  cross-legged  on 
the  ground,  holding  a  broad  leaf  with  which  she  had 
been  fanning  his  face.  Her  face  was  calm  as  ever  ; 
but  there  was  something  in  the  set  stillness  of  it  that 
chilled  him. 

"  Sitia  !  "  he  cried.  "  Are  you  mad  ?  What  brings 
you  here  alone  in  the  jungle  ?  Almost  night  too  ! 
It  will  be  black  darkness  long  before  you  come  to  the 
end  of  the  path." 

"  Perhaps  Allah  has  sent  me  that  I  might  preserve 
your  life,  tuan,"  she  said. 

There  was  silence  for  a  few  moments  as  Darby, 
puzzled  and  alarmed,  stared  at  her.  Her  speech 
sounded  mechanical  and  forced,  and  he  could  see 
tragedy  deep  in  her  eyes  in  spite  of  the  impassive 
face. 

"  What  has  happened  to  you,  Sitia  ?  "    he  asked. 
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"  Why  are  you  not  with  your  tuan  ?  Is  it  his  pleasure 
that  you  go  wandering  alone  in  the  jungle  by  night  ?  " 

"  What  the  tuan  McQueen's  pleasure  is  now,  I 
know  not,"  she  said  slowly. 

Darby  rose  unsteadily  to  his  feet  and  stared  at  her. 
At  the  same  time  she  rose,  confronting  him. 

"  What  do  you  mean  by  those  words  ?  "  he  de- 
manded, though  something  in  her  manner  and  speech, 
what  it  was  he  could  not  have  said,  told  him  well 
enough. 

"  I  mean  that  the  tuan  McQueen  is  dead,  and  that 
I  have  killed  him  with  this,"  she  said  fiercely,  showing 
her  kris.  The  next  moment,  however,  the  glitter 
in  her  eyes  vanished,  leaving  her  face  as  impassive  as 
before. 

'  You  have  killed  him  !  "   muttered  Darby,  aghast. 

'  Yes,  I  have  killed  him,  I,  I,  Sitia,  who  still  loved 
him,  who  told  him  I  forgave  him  ;  who  begged,  begged 
for  but  a  grain  of  love." 

In  a  momentary  flash  of  insight,  Darby  realised  that 
Sappira  had  returned.  He  was  silent,  seeing  only  too 
clearly  how  it  must  all  have  happened. 

"  And  what  will  you  do  now  ?  "  he  asked  dully  after 
some  time. 

Sitia  looked  up  questioningly.  She  had  for  the 
moment  forgotten  Darby. 

"  I,  tuan  ?  Oh,  I  am  going  to  a  place  in  Sumatra 
that  I  know  of,  and  my  father  as  well.  He  will  join 
me  when  he  hears  the  news,  after  the  hue  and  cry  have 
died  down. 

"  Tuan,  this  that  has  happened  is  my  fate  and 
I  could  not  escape  it.  I  knew  well  that  sorrow 
was  in  store,  but  how  or  when  I  did  not  know.  It 
was  to  be,  and  it  is  finished.  Now  I  must  flee  from 
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the  police,  unless  the  tuan  thinks  that  it  is  his  duty 
to  give  me  up.  Not  that  the  police  will  ever  lay  their 
hands  on  me,  for  I  shall  kill  myself  first." 

Darby  stared  at  her.  It  is  rare,  indeed,  for  a  Malay 
to  commit  suicide,  but  he  knew  that  she  was  capable 
of  it.  He  had  scarcely  noticed  what  she  was  saying 
until  the  last  words  came.  Then,  suddenly,  something 
seemed  to  fall  from  his  mind  and  leave  it  clear.  He 
stepped  forward  to  her,  no  longer  unsteadily,  but  as 
though  he  had  suddenly  been  restored  to  strength. 

"  Give  you  up  !  "  he  exclaimed  in  a  low,  breathless 
voice.  "  /  give  you  up  !  That  scoundrel  deserved  his 
fate.  I  would  give  up  my  position  here,  I  would  give 
up  everything  if  only  you  and  I  might  live  together 
for  each  other.  You  and  I  in  some  little  plantation 
in  Sumatra — I  would  follow  to  where  you  are  going. 
No  ;  wait.  Listen.  I  did  not  ask  you  to  come  to  me 
when  I  first  saw  you — I  have  paid  bitterly  for  that. 
Love  came  to  me  slowly,  and  not  till  I  knew  you 
were  McQueen's  did  I  know  how  I  loved  you.  But 
you  loved  your  tuan  and  were  loyal  and  true  to 
him. 

"  By  Allah,  Sitia,  I  have  loved  you  all  these  months — 
how  I  loved  you  !  but  did  I  ever  give  a  sign  that  I 
did  so  ?  I  have  done  what  I  could  to  help  you,  but 
I  would  not  see  you.  Once,  only  once,  by  accident,  I 
saw  you.  Do  you  remember  opening  the  door  to  me 
that  night  ?  Very  nearly  did  I  come  in  when  you 
invited  me,  and  only  by  a  fierce  struggle  did  I  refrain 
and  save  myself  from  shame  and  from  your  scorn. 

"  You  gave  all,  body  and  soul,  your  people  and  your 
faith  for  Tuan  McQueen.  See,  I  will  now  do  the  same 
for  you.  Oh,  my  love,  my  love,  let  me  bring  happi- 
ness back  to  you  and  teach  you  to  forget  this  time  of 
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horror.     You  shall  forget It  will  come — not  at 

once — I  will  wait  for  it " 

Sitia  had  tried  once  to  stop  him,  but  his  passionate 
rush  of  words  could  not  be  checked,  and  she  leant 
against  the  tree  listening  to  him  with  her  head  bowed, 
until  now  he  stretched  out  his  arms  to  her.  Immedi- 
ately he  moved  she  straightened  herself  and  lifted  her 
head  to  look  at  him,  putting  out  her  hand  to  keep 
him  at  a  distance. 

"  Tuan,"  she  said,  "  listen  now  to  me.  You  have 
been  kinder  to  me  than  a  father,  and  there  was  a 
time  when  I  could  have  loved  you.  I  do  not  love  you 
now  and  I  never  shall,  for  love  is  dead  within  me.  I 
shall  never  again  love  a  man,  whether  white  or  brown. 
The  men  of  my  own  race  were  not  for  me,  nor  the  men 
of  the  Orang  Puteh,  for  Allah  forbade  it,  yet  I  defied 
him.  Indeed,  it  may  be  that  my  tuan  was  not  to  blame 
but  was  driven  to  madness  by  Allah  as  my  punishment. 

"  Be  that  as  it  may,  love  has  been  mine  for  a  season, 
and  the  memories  of  my  Paradise  can  never  be  taken 
from  me.  I  will  go  my  own  way.  I  will  live  among 
my  own  people  and  I  will  live  and  die  unmated." 

There  could  be  no  mistaking  the  decision  and  firm- 
ness of  her  tone.  It  was,  indeed,  as  though  some  part 
of  her  were  dead,  and  her  voice  and  face  were  more 
like  a  memory  than  a  living  thing.  Darby  felt  it  and 
knew  that  any  protestation  would  be  utterly  useless. 
His  face  was  drawn  with  pain  and  he  turned  his  head 
away  to  hide  it.  But  she,  with  her  sense  of  sympathy 
made  more  acute  by  trouble,  knew  why  he  turned  and 
felt  a  deep  tenderness  for  him. 

She  laid  her  hand  on  his  arm. 

"  Tuan,"  she  said,  "  you  are  the  best  man  and  the 
kindest  man  that  I  have  known.  You  have  done  me 
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great  honour,  far  greater  than  I  deserve,  by  your  love, 
and  it  grieves  me  that  I  must  hurt  you.  Never  shall 
I  forget  how  you  have  striven  for  my  welfare.  I  thank 
you,  and  I  thank  you  for  your  love.  I  wish  that  I 
could  thank  you." 

As  he  stood  there  with  bent  head,  she  reached  up 
to  him  and  kissed  him  on  the  cheek  ;    then  turned 
quickly  and  disappeared  up  the  path,  lost  to  sight  at 
nee  in  the  blackness  of  the  fallen  night. 


THE   END 
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